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oRROWING I catch the reed, and call the muſe; 
Ki yet a muſe on Britain's plain abide, | 

Jes 5 ince rapt MusAaEvs tun'd his parting ſtrain 2 

o TSTWFith him they liv'd, with him perchance they a, 

WL ponTt or who e'er ſince their virgin charms eſpy d, 

Sev uE on the banks of Thames, or met their train, 

here Iſis ſparkles to the ſunny ray? 

r have they deign'd to play, 

here Camus winds along his broider'd vale, 

eeding each blue bell pale, and daiſie pied, 

hat fling their fragrance round his ruſhy fide? 


Dinarc! 


Yet ah! ye are not dead, Celeſtial Maids; 
mortal as ye are, ye may not die : 

or is it meet ye fly theſe penſive glades, 

er round his laureat herſe ye heave the ſigh. 
ay then awhile, O ſtay, ye fleeting fair; 3 
eviſit yet, nor hallow'd penny 


* Mr. Pope died in the year 1744; this Poem was 
en written, and publiſhed firſt in the year 1749. 
| A 2 


4 M . 
Nor Theſpiae's grove; till with harmonious teen hile 
Le ſooth his ſhade, and ſlowly-dittied air. Reſpo 
Such tribute pour'd, again ye may repair ean! 
To what lov'd haunt ye whilom did ele; \nd 1 


Whether Lycacus, or that mountain fair hile 
'Trim Maenalus, with piny verdure deckt. or ſo 
But now it boots ye not in theſe to ſtray, They! 
Or yet Cyllene's hoary ſhade to chuſe, 

Or where mild Ladon's welling waters play. Firl 
Forego each vain excuſe, Tame 
And haſte to Thames's ſhores; for Thames ſhall Joi And ir 
Our ſad ſociety, and paſſing mourn, And tl 
The tears faſt-trickling o'er his ſilver urn. * Gret 
And, when the Poet's widow'd grot he laves, Maie 
His reed-crown'd locks ſhall ſhake, his head ſhall bow Mick 
His tide no more in eddies blith ſhall rove, For 1 
But creep ſoft by with long-drawn murmurs ſlow. For 1 
For oft the mighty Maſter rous'd his waves And 

With martial notes, or lull'd with ſtrain of love: Old“ 
He muſt not now in briſk maeanders flow Gnay 
Gameſome, and kiſs the ſadly-ſilent ſhore, | Gnat 
Without the loan of ſome poetic woe. Till 

Sithe; 
Say firſt, Sicilian Muſe, As, 

For, with thy ſiſters, thou didſt weeping ſtand What 
In ſilent circle at the ſolemn ſcene, _ Ovir x 

When Death approach'd, and wav'd his ebon wand]! 
Say how each laurel droopt its with'ring green ? Came 

How, in yon grot, each ſilver-trickling ſpring uent ly 


Wander'd the ſhelly channels all among; + 1% Al 
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teen hile as the coral roof did ſoftly ring 
Reſponſive to their ſweetly-doleful ſong. 
eanwhile all pale th' expiring Poet laid, 
And ſunk his awful head, 
hile vocal ſhadows pleaſing dreams prolong; 
or ſo, his ſick*ning ſpirits to releaſe, 
They pour'd the balm of viſionary peace. 


Firſt, ſent from Cam's fair banks, like Palmer old, 
ame * Tityrus flow, with head all filver'd o'er, 
ſhall joigÞnd in his hand an oaken crook he bore, | 
ind thus in antique guiſe ſhort talk did hold. 
Grete clerk of Fame is houſe, whoſe excellence 
7 Maie wele befitt thilk place of eminence, 
hall bo Mickle of wele betide thy houres laſt, 
For mich gode wirke to me don and paſt. 
flow. For ſyn the days whereas my lyre ben ſtrongen, | 
And deftly many a mery laie I ſongen, | 
ove : Old Time, which alle things don maliciouſly 
Gnawen with ruſty tooth continually, 
Gnattrid my lines, that they all canerid ben, 
Till at the laſt thou ſmoothen *hem haſt again; 3 
Sithence full ſemely gliden my rymes rule, 
As, (if fitted thilk ſimilitude) 
nd Whanne ſhallow brooke yrenneth hobling on, 
Ovir rough ſtones it makith full —_ ſong; | 
n wand, — no ennn— ertn———ns — — —— — 


en? Came Tityrus, _ i. e. Chaucer, a name fre 
8 uently given him by Spenſer. See Shep. Cal. Ecl. 2, 
12, and elſewhere. | 
A. 3. 


+ The two firſt ſtanzas of this ſpeech, as they re- A 
late to Paſtoral, are written in the meaſure which © A 
Spenſer uſes in the firſt eclogue of the Shepherd's Ca- If 
lendar; the reſt, where he ſpeaks of Fable, are in the Et 
ſtanza of the Faery Queen. | ** 
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4 { «- But, them ſtones removen, this lite rivere Ah 
E | cStealith forth by, making pleſaunt murmere: Ah 
3 þ % So my ſely rimes, whoſo may them note, | 

j | & Thou makiſt everichone to ren right ſote; 

And in thy verſe entuniſt ſo fetiſely, a” 
\ | c That men ſayen I make trewe melody, * 
3 I} * And ſpeaken every dele to mine honoure. NY 
Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting houre!"ſ 8 
Fl Ever 
; f | He ceas'd his homely rhyme. Mot! 
E x When * Colin Clout, Eliza's ſhepherd ſwain, 

4 5 The blitheſt lad that ever pip'd on plain, 
FJ Came with his reed ſoft-warbling on the way, * 
b 7 | And thrice he bow'd his head with motion mild, « MV 
3 4 And thus his gliding numbers gan eſlay. : * 
1 I. — « T 
1 « Ah! luckleſs ſwain, alas! how art thou lorn, B. 
1 «© Who once like me could'ſt frame thy pipe to playſh T 
Wi e Shepherds deviſe, and chear the ling'ring morn: © E 
1 „Ne buſh, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay. Be 
Ui Tv IF Bclin 
3 [ | Colin Clout. ] i. e. Spenſer, which name he gives 

Eih  Himfclf throughout his works. 1 
Hi « W 
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ild, 
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© Ah plight too ſore ſuch worth to equal right ! 
© Ah worth too high to meet ſuch piteous plight! 


II.“ 
& But I nought ſtrive, poor Colin, to compare 
«© My Hobbin's or my Thenot's ruſtic ſkill 
« To thy deft ſwains, whoſe dapper ditties rare 
« Surpaſs ought elſe of quainteſt ſhepherd's quill. 


Even Roman Tityrus, that peerleſs wight, 
Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight. 


| III. 
«© Eke when in Fable's flowery paths you ſtray'd, 
C Maſking in cunning feints truth's ſplendent face; 
“ Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 
c To ſhield Belinda's lock from felon baſe, 
But all mote nought avail ſuch harm to chace. 
& Then Una fair gan droop her princely mien, 
« Eke Florimel, and all my faery race: 
« Belinda far ſurpaſt my beauties ſheen, 
Belinda, ſubject meet for ſuch ſoft lay I ween. 


IV. 
& Like as in village troop of birdlings trim, 
«© Where Chanticleer his red creſt high doth hold, | 
And quacking Ducks, that wont in lake to ſwim, 
«© And Turkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold; 
e Tf chance the Peacock doth his plutnes unfold, 
« Eftſoons their meaner beauties all decaying, 
He gliſt'neth purple, and he gliſt'neth gold, 
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« But, them ſtones removen, this lite rivere 

« Stealith forth by, making pleſaunt murmere 2 

&« So my ſely rimes, whoſo may them note, 
Thou makiſt everichone to ren right ſote ; 

And in thy verſe entuniſt fo fetiſely, _ 

«© That men ſayen I make trewe melody, 

& And ſpeaken every dele to mine honoure. 

6 Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting houre!” 


Lay 


He ceas'd his homely rhyme. 
When * Colin Clout, Eliza's ſhepherd ſwain, 
The blitheſt lad that ever pip'd on plain, 
Came with his reed ſoft-warbling on the way, 
And thrice he bow'd his head with motion mild, 
And thus his gliding numbers gan eſſay. | 
1 . 
« + Ah! luckleſs ſwain, alas! how art thou lorn, 
© Whoonce like me could'ſt frame thy pipe to play 
& Shepherds deviſe, and chear the ling'ring morn: 
Ne buſh, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay. 


1 — 


Colin Clout. ] i. e. Spenſer, which name he gives 
himſelf throughout his works. 


+ The two firſt ſtanzas of this ſpeech, as they re- 
late to Paſtoral, are written in the meaſure which 
Spenſer uſes in the firſt eclogue of the Shepherd's Ca 
lendar; the reſt, where he ſpeaks of Fable, are in the 
ſtanza of the Faery Queen. 
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© Ah plight too ſore ſuch worth to equal right ! 
Ah worth too high to meet ſuch piteous plight! 


II. 
“ But I nought ſtrive, poor Colin, to compare 
«© My Hobbin's or my Thenot's ruſtic ſkill 
« To thy deft ſwains, whoſe dapper ditties rare 
« Surpaſs ought ele of quainteſt ſhepherd's quill, 
Even Roman Tityrus, that peerleſs wight, 
Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight. 


III. | 
« Eke when in Fable's flowery paths you ſtray'd, 
«© Maſking in cunning feints truth's ſplendent face; 
«© Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 
& To ſhield Belinda's lock from felon baſe, | 
% But all mote nought avail ſuch harm to chace. 
Then Una fair gan droop her princely mien, 
« Eke Florimel, and all my faery race: 
« Belinda far ſurpaſt my beauties ſheen, 
Belinda, ſubject meet for ſuch ſoft lay I ween. 


IV. 

&© Like as in village troop of birdlings trim, | 
© Where Chanticleer his red creſt high doth hold, 
% And quacking Ducks, that wont in lake to ſwim, 
«© And Turkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold; 
« If chance the Peacock doth his plumes unfold, 
e Eftſoons their meaner beauties all decaying, 
He gliſt'neth purple, and he gliſt'neth gold, 


8 U 
t Now with bright green, now blue himſelf arraying. 
& Such is thy beauty bright, all other beauties ſwaying, 


V. 
© But why do I deſeant this toyiſh rhyme, 
And fancies light in ſimple guiſe pourtray ? 
% Liſting to chear thee at this rueful time, 
% While as black Death doth on thy heart-ſtrings 
„prey. 
© Yet rede aright, and if this friendly lay. 
& Thou nathleſs judgeſt all too flight and vain, 
% Let my well-meaning mend my ill eſſay : 
So may I greet thee with a nobler ſtrain, 
© When ſoon we meet for aye, in yon ſtar-ſprinkled 
Ag — 


| Laſt came a bard of more majeſtic tread, 
| We * Thyrſis hight by Dryad, Fawn, or Swain, 
hene'er he mingled with the ſhepherd train; 
But ſeldom that; for higher thoughts he fed; 
For him full oft the heavenly Muſes led 
To clear Euphrates, and the fecret mount, 
To Araby, and Eden, fragrant climes, 


15 


* Thyrſis hight.] i. e. Milton. Lycidas and the 
Epitaphium Damonis are the only Paſtorals we have 
of Milton's: in the latter of which, where he laments 
Car. Deodatus under the name of Damon, he ca 
himſelf Thyrſis. 
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All which the ſacred bard would oft recount : | 
And thus in ſtrain, unus'd in ſylvan ſhade, 

To ſad Mus AEus rightful homage paid. 


40 Thrice hail, thou heaven-taught Warbler! laſt 
c and beſt 7 

« Of all the train! Poet, in whom conjoin'd 
All that to ear, or heart, or head, could yield 
Rapture; harmonious, manly, clear, ſublime. 
Accept this gratulation: may it chear 
Thy ſinking ſoul; nor theſe corporeal ills 
* Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, in high heaven 
© Fame blooms eternal o'er that ſpirit divine, 
Who builds immortal verſe. There thy bold muſe, 
Which while on earth could breath Maconian fire, 
© Shall ſoar ſeraphic heights ; while to her voice 
Ten thouſand Hierarchies of Angels harp 
© Symphonious, and with dulcet harmonies 
* Uſher the ſong rejoicing. I mean while, 
© To ſoothe thee in theſe irkſome hours of pain, 
Approach thy viſitant, with mortal praiſe 
© To praiſe thee mortal. Firſt, for Rhyme e 
Rhime, erſt the minſtrel of primaeval Night, 
And Chaos, Anarch old: ſhe near their throue 

Oft taught the rattling elements to chime 

With tenfold din; till late to earth upborn 

On ſtrident plume, what time fair Poeſie 

Emerg'd from Gothic cloud, and faintly ſhot 

Rekindling gleams of luſtre. Her the fiend 

Oppreſt; forcing to utter uncouth dirge 


U 
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& Runie, or Leonine; and with dire chains Arr.! 
“ Fetter'd her ſcarce-fledg'd pinion. I ſuch bonds © PLAY 
«© Aim'd to deſtroy, hopelefs that Art could eaſe 5 
«© Their thraldom, and to liberal uſe convert. e Ah! 1 
This wonder to achieve MusaEns came; When 
& Thou cam'ſt, and at thy magic touch the chains Eer ſ 
. © Off dropt, and paſſing ſtrange!) ſoft-wreathed'M* And t 
& bands O! in 
6 Of flowers their place apply d: which well the The fi 
«© Muſe Had li 
Might wear for choice, not force; obſtruction none That | 
© But lov'lieſt ornament. Wond'rous this, yet here Alas! 
© The wonder reſts not; various argument The ſv 
© Remains for me, uncertain, where to cull 5 
The leading grace, where countleſs graces charm. To 
© Various this peaceful cave; this mineral roof; To cur 
* This 'ſemblage meet of coral, ore, and ſhell; To wa 
& Theſe pointed cryſtals thro' the ſhadowy clefts And ri 
&« Bright gliſt'ring; all theſe ſlowly-dripping rills, I Be this 


„That tinkling wander o'er the pebbled floor: Take, 
& Yet not this various peaceful cave, with this | 
© Its mineral roof; nor this aſſemblage meet Con 


46 Of coral, ore, and ſhell; nor mid the ſhade 


&© Theſe pointed cryſtals, gliſt'ring fair; nor rills, Or gild 
&© That wander tinkling o'er the pebbled floor; Which 
% Deal charms more various to each raptur'd ſenſe, . 
„Than thy mellifluous lay” But bea 
&« Ceaſe, friendly ſwain; O if lik, 
(MusaAxus cry'd, and rais'd his aching head) One Po 
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. Art PRAISE Is FOREIGN, BUT OF TRUE DESERT; 
ds © PLAYS ROUND TAE HEAD, BUT COMES NOT ro 
8 „ THE BEART. | 

© Ah! why recall the toys of thoughtleſs youth? 
When flowery fiction held the place of truth? 
ins . E'er ſound to ſenſe reſiF'nd the ſilken rein, 
thed And the light lay ran muſically vain. 
© O! in that lay had richeſt fancy flow'd, 
The ſyrens warbled, and the graces glow' ds 
Had livelieſt nature, happieſt art combin'd; © 
© That lent each charm, and this each charm refin'd, 
Alas! how little were my proudeſt boaſt! | 
© The ſweeteſt trifler of my tribe at moſt, 


* To fol the judgment, while he ſooths hs ear; 
o curb mad paſſion in its wild career; 
To wake by ſober touch the uſeful lyre, 


frs And rule, with reaſon's rigour, fancy's fire: 
itls, Be this the poet's praiſe. And this poſſeſt, 
, Take, EY and thy dunces! take the teſt, 


“Come then that honeſt fame; whoſe tempftat 
cc ray , 
ills, H or gilds the ſatire, or the moral lay; 
N Which dawns, though thou, rough Dose! hew 
ſenſe, out the line: 
But beams, ſage Horace! from each ſtrain of thin, 
ſwain;f © if like thefe, with conſcious Freedom bold, 
One Poet more his manly meafures roll d, : 


— 23 
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« Like theſe led forth th' indignant:Muſe to brave 


4 The venal ſtateſman, and-the; titled ſlave; 
&« To ſtrip from frontleſs Vice her ſtars and ſtrings, 
«© Nor ſpare her baſking in the ſmile of Kings: 


. * If grave, yet lively; rational, yet warm ; 
4 Clear to convinee, and eloquent to cham: 


He pour'd, for Virtue's cauſe, ſerene along 
« The pureſt precept, in the ſweeteſt ſong: _ ' 
44 If, for her cauſe, his heaven - directed plan 
« Mark'd each meander in the maze of man; 
1 Unmov'd by ſophiſtry, unaw'd by name, 
% No dupe to doctrines, and no fool to fame 
Led by no ſyſtem's devious glare aſtray, 

(That meteor-like, but glitters to betray. 

« Yes, if his ſoul to reaſon's rule reſign' d. 
&« And —_ own views fair-op'ning on his, mind 
“ Caught from bright nature's flame the living ray, 


'* Thro' paſſion's cloud pour'd in reſiſtleſs day; 


« And taught Mankind in reas'ning Pride's deſpite, 
c That Gop 1s wisE, and ALL THAT-18 18 RIGHT; 
&« If this his boaſt, pour here the welcome lays; ; 
4 Praiſe leſs than this is mockery of praiſe.” 

& To pour. that praiſe be mine, fair Virtue cry'd 
And ſhot, all radiant, thro' an op'ning cloud. 
But ah! my Muſe, how will thy voice expreſs 
Th immortal ſtrain, harmonious, as it flow'd ? 
III ſuits immortal ſtrain : a doric dreſs: | 
And far too high already haſt Ae ſoar'd. 

1 | 
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brave Enough for thee, that, when the lay was oer, 
Dye goddeſs claſp'd him to her throbbing breaſt. 
rings, ut what might that avail ? Blind Fate before 
: Nad op'd her ſhears, to cut his vital thread ? 
nd who may dare gainſay her ſtern beheſt? | 
low thrice he wav'd the hand, thrice bow'd the 

head, ; 
nd ſigh'd his ſoul to reſt. 


Now wept the Nymphs ; witneſs, ye waving ſhades! 
itneſs, ye winding ftreams! the Nymphs did weep : 
he heavenly Goddeſs too with tears did ſteep - 
er plaintive voice, that echo'd thro' the glades; 
nd, © cruel gods, and, © cruel ſtars,” the cry'd; 
or did the ſhepherds, thro' the woodlands wide, 


L 


; mind n that ſad day, or to the penſive brook, 
8 ray, By 
fie — 

eſpite, IM1TATION, 

1GHT Mow wept the Nymphs, &c.] 


Sz Extinctum Nymphae crudeli funere Daphulm 
Flebant: vos coryli teſtes et flumina Nymphis. 

Cum, complexa ſui corpus miſerabile nati, 

e cry'dlFl Atque deos atque aſtra vocat crudelia Mater. 

| Non ulli paſtos illis egere diebus * -. 

Frigida, Daphni, boves ad flumina; nulla neque 

amnem 
Libavit quadrupes, nec graminis attigit apa 
VII q. Ecl. s. 


B "a 
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Or ſilent river, drive their thirſty flock s? Thus 
Nor did the wild-goat brouze the ſnrubby aus 3  Manhoo! 
And Philomel her cuſtom'd oak forſook :  Wrembli 
And roſes wan were wav'd by zephyrs weak, Vith ſtr. 
As Nature's ſelf was ſick :. Ys: nſeen, | 


And every lily droop'd its filver "EY | 

Sad ſympathy ! yet ſure his rightful meed, 

Who charm'd all nature: well might Nature mou 
Through all her choiceſt ſweets MusAkus dead. 


ut now 
nd now 
hey ceas 


Here end we, Goddeſs! this your ſhepherd ſang, 
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove. 

O! make it worthy of the ſacred Bard; 

And make it equal to the ſhepherd's love. 

Thou too accept the ſtrain with meet regard: 

For ſure, bleſt Shade, thou hear'ſt my doleful ſong 
Whether with angel troops, the ſtars among, 
From golden harp thou call'ſt ſeraphic lays; 

Or, for fair Virtue's cauſe, now doubly dear, 
Thou ſtill art hovering o'er our tuneleſs ſphere; 
And mov'ſt ſome hidden ſpring her weal to raiſe. 


IMITATION. 
Here end we, Goddeſs ! &c.] 
Haec fat erit, Divae, veſtrum ceciniſſe Poetam 
Dum ſedet, et gracili fiſcellam texit hibiſco, 
Pierides: vos haec facietis maxima Gallo: 
Gallo, cujus amor, &c. Virg. Ecl. 10. 
5 | 
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Thus the fond ſwain his doric oate eſſay d. 
anhood's prime honours riſing on his cheek: | 
rembling he ſtrove to court the tuneful maid 

ith ſtripling arts, and dalliance all too weak, 

Inſeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn ſhade. 

ut now dun clouds the welkin 'gan to ſtreak ; | 
nd now down-dropt the larks,and ceas'd their ſtrain 2 
hey ceas'd, and with them ceas'd the ſhepherd ſwain. 
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| I. e e 
Moernxx or w1sDoM ! thou, whoſe ſway 
The throng'd. ideal hoſts obey; em? 
Who bid'ſt their ranks, now vaniſh, now appear, 
Flame in the van, or darken in the rear; ; 
Accept this votive verſe. Thy reign. 
Nor place can fix, nor power reſtrain. 
All, all is thine. For thee the ear, and eye 
Rove thro' the realms of Grace, and Harmony: 
The Senſes. thee ſpontaneous ſerve, 
That wake, and thrill thro' ev'ry nerve. 
Elſe vainly ſoft, lov'd Philomel ! would flow. 
The ſoothing ſadneſs of thy warbled woe: 
Elſe vainly ſweet yon woodbine ſhade 
With clouds of fragrance fill the glade;. 


— * — — * 2 


222K „„ 


According to a fragment of Afranins, who makes 
Experience and Memory the parents of Wiſdom. 

Usvs me genuit, Mater peperit Memoria, ' 

10x vocant me Graii, vos SAPIENTIAM. - 
This paſſage is preſerved by Aulus Gellius, lib, xiji,. 
ap. 8. N Fo HOLD fm 
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Vainly, the cygnet ſpread her downy plume, 

The vine guſh nectar, and the virgin bloom. 
But ſwift to thee, alive, and warm, 
Devolves each tributary charm : 

See modeſt nature bring her ſimple ſtores, 

Luxuriant Art exhauſt her plaſtic powers ; 
While ev'ry flower in fancy's clime, 
Each gem of old heroic Time, 

Cull'd by the hand of the induſtrious Muſe, 

Around thy ſhrine their blended beams diffuſe, 


II. 
Hail, ME MR“ II hail. Behold, I lead 
To that high ſhrine the ſacred Maid: 
Thy daughter ſne, the Empreſs of the lyre, 


The firſt, the faireſt, of Aonia's quire. Ray, wh: 
She comes, and lo, thy realms expand! hat fri 
She takes her delegated ſtand He 
Full in the midſt, and o'er thy num'rous train | Cai 
Diſplays the awful wonders of her reign. Hence all 
There thron'd ſupreme in native ſtate, hen R: 
If Sirius flame with fainting heat, Ea 
She calls; ideal groves their ſhade extend, Fac 
The cool gale breathes, the ſilent ſhow'rs deſcend, he tepid 
Or, if bleak Winter, frowning round, he blue 
Diſrobe the trees, and chill the ground, We 
She, mild Magician, waves her potent wand, Eac 
And ready Summers wake at her command. And then 
g8ee, viſionary Suns ariſe, Wi 


o touch 


Thro' ſilver clouds, and azure ſkies; 
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zee, ſportive Zephyrs fan the criſped ſtremo 11.7 
hro* ſhadowy brakes light glance the ſparkling beams: 
While, near the ſecret moſs- grown cave, 
That ſtands beſide the cryſtal wave, 
zweet Echo, riſing from her rocky bed, 
imics the feather'd Chorus o'er her head. 


III. 


Riſe, hallow'd MIL TON! riſe, and ſay, 
How, at thy gloomy cloſe of day ; 
ow, when - depreſt by Age, beſet with wrongs ;" 
hen “ fall'n on evil days and evil tongues ;* 
When Darkneſs, brooding on thy ſight, 
Exil'd the ſov'reign lamp of light; 
ay, what could then one chearing hope diffuſe ? 
hat friends were thine, ſave Mem'ry and the Muſe ? 
Hence the rich ſpoils, thy ſtudious youth 
Caught from the ſtores of ancient Truth : 
ence all thy claſſic wandrings could explore, 
hen Rapture led thee to the Latian ſhore; 
Each Scene, that Tiber's banks ſupply'd; 
Each Grace, that play'd on Arno's fide © +77: 
nd, he tepid Gales, thro' Tuſcan glades that fl; 
he blue Serene, that ſpreads Heſperia's ſky ; 
Were ſtill thine own : thy ample Mind 
Each charm receiv'd, retain'd, combin'd. 
ind thence “ the nightly Viſitant,” that came 
Vo touch thy hoſom with her ſacred flame, 
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Recall'd the long-loſt beams of g 
That whilom ſhot from Nature's 


When GOD, in Eden, o'er her youthful breaſt 


face, 


Spread with his own right hand Perfection's gorgeou 


veſt, 
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A WATER NYMPH. 


E enen, d Nymphs, whom Pan's deerees 
Have giv'n to guard this ſolemn youy 7. 
o ſpeed the ſnooting ſcions into trees, 
nd call the roſeate bloſſom from the bud, 
ttend. But chief, thou Naiad, wont to lead 
his fluid cryſtal ſparkling as it flows, 
Whither, ah, whither art thou fled? 
What ſhade is conſcious to thy woes? | 
Ah, *tis yon' Poplars awful gloom : y ( 
Poctic eyes can pierce the ſcene ; 
an ſee thy drooping head, thy withering bloom; 
e grief diffus'd o'er all thy languid mien. 


This Ode was written in the Year 2747, and 

Wbliſhed in the firſt volume of Mr. Dodeſley's Miſ- 
llany. It is here reviſed throughout, and concluded 

cording to the Author's original idea. 

+ A ſeat near * * finely ſituated, with a great 

Immand of water; but diſpoſed in a very falſe 
ſte, | 
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Well may'ſt thou wear misfortune's fainting air; 


Devolve that length of careleſs hair; 

And give thine azure yeil to flow - 

Looſe to the wind: for, oh, thy pain 

The pitying Muſe can well relate: 

That pitying Muſe ſhall breathe her tend'reſt ſtrain, 
To teach the echoes thy diſaſtrous fate. 


What time the Dog-ſtar's flames intenſely * 
In gentle indolence compos'd, . 
Reclin'd upon thy trickling n 255 
Slumb' ring thou lay ſt, all free from pins 

No friendly dream foretold thine harm 

When ſudden, ſee, the tyrant Art appears, 

To ſnatch the liquid treaſures from thine arm. 

' Art, Gothic Art, has ſeiz'd thy darling vaſe :. 

That vaſe which ſilver- ſlipper'd Thetis gave, - 

For ſome ſoft ſtory told with grace, 

Among th' aſſociates of the wave; 

When, in ſequeſter'd coral vales, 

While worlds of waters roll'd above, 

The circling ſea-nymphs told alternate tales 

Of fabled changes, and of flizhted love. 

Ah! loſs too juſtly moura'd : for now the Fiend 

Has on yon ſhell- wrought terraſs pois'd it high; 

And thence he bids its ſtreams deſcend, 

With torturing regularity. 

From ſtep to ſtep, with ſullen ſound, 

The forc'd caſcades indignant leap ; 


Well rend thoſe flow'ry honours from thy brow z : 


Twas, where yon Beeches.crouding branches clos'd, 
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irs - Wow ſinking fill the baſon's meaſur'd round; „ 
i nere in a dull ſtagnation doom'd to ſleeßp. 
here now the vocal pebbles gurgling ſong? | 
he rilt low-dripping from its rocky ſpring? ' 
What free meander winds alonſg, 
Or curls when Zephyr waves his wing? _. . 
ſtraid, Alas, theſe glories are no more: 
4 Fortune, O give me to redeem 
clos'd,Mhe raviſh'd vaſe; O give me to: reſtore 
ra, WW: antient hondurs to this hapleſs ſtrem. 
| hen, Nymph; again, with all their wonted eaſe, 
by wanton waters, volatile and free, 
ars; Shall wildly warble, as they pleaſe, 
$7 Their ſoft, loquacious harmony. 
Where Thou and Nature bid them rove, 
| There will I gently aid their way; 
3, » Whether to darken in the ſhadowy grove, 
| in the mead, reflect the dancing ray. 
rr thee too, Goddeſs, o'er that hallow'd ſpot, 
here firſt thy fount of cryſtal bubbles bright, 
Theſe hands ſhall arch a ruſtic grot, 
| Impervious to the gariſh light. 
Il not demand of Ocean's pride 
| To bring his coral ſpoils from far: 
fiend pr will I delve yon yawning mountain's ſide, 
gh; Pr latent minerals rough, or poliſh'd ſpar: 
| t antique roots, with ivy dark o'ergrown, 
ep'd in the boſom of thy chilly lake, 
Thy touch ſhall turn to living ſtone; 
And theſe the ſimple roof ſhall deck. 
1 WS 


— 
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Yet grant one melancholy boon: 
| Grant that, at evening's ſober hour, 
x Led by the luſtre of the riſing moon, 
My ſtep may frequent tread thy pebbled . 1 
There, if perchance I wake the love - lorn theme, * A 
In melting accents querulouſly flow, 
Kind Naiad, let thy pitying ſtream 
With wailing notes accordant flow: 
So ſhalt thou ſooth this Faw EYg" 
That mourns'a/ faithful] Virgin'loſt ; 11 
So ſhall thy murmurs, and my ſighs impart 
Some ſhare of penſive pleaſure to her ghoſt. 
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yes, n magic Lax! : now all — . 
Thy ſlender frame reſponſive rings; 


File kindred notes, with undulation ſweet, 


ccordant wake ſrom all thy vocal ſtrings, 
Go then to her, whoſe ſoft requeſt 
Bad my bleſt hands thy form prepare: 
h go, and ſweetly ſooth her tender breaſt 
ith many a warble wild, and artleſs air. 
For know, full oft, while o'er the mead 
Bright June extends her fragrant reign, 
he ſlumb' ring Fair ſhall place thee near her head, 
o court the gales that cool the ſultry plain. 


* This inſtrument was firſt invented by Kircher 


out the year 1649. See his Muſurgia Univerſalis 


e ars conſoni et diſſoni, lib. ix. After having been 

glefted above a hundred years, it was again acciden- 

* diſcovered by Mr. Oſwald, . 
C a. 
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Mild Genii all, to whoſe high care 

Her virgin charms are giv'n, in circling flight 

Skim ſportive round thee in the fields of air, 

Some, flutt' ring thro thy trembling ſtrings, 
Shall catch the rich melodious ſpoil, 

And lightly bruſh thee with their purple wings 

To aid the Zephyrs i in their tuneful toil; 

While others check each ruder gale, 

Expel rough Boreas from the ſæy, 

Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale, 

Safe ſuch as ſoftly pant, and panting die. 

Then, as thy ſwelling accents "ny + N 

Fair Fancy, waking at the'ſound, 


And waft her ſpirits to enchanted ground; 


To myrtle groves, Elyſian greens, 
In which ſome fav'rite Youth ſhall rove, 


And all be Muſic, Extaſy, and Love. 


Then ſhall the Sylphs, and Sylphids bright, 


Shall paint bright viſions on her raptur'd: nd it 


And meet, and lead her thro' the glitt'ring wan 
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H on my Butkve Hoe reclin'd, | 

: While Silence rules this midnight a" 
＋ I woo thee, Goddeſs. On my muſing mind 
I Deſcend, propitions Power! 
es, Ind bid theſe ruffling gales of grief ſubſide : 
Jia my calm'd ſoul with all thy influence ſhine; 
s yon chaſte Orb along this ample tide | 
raws the long luſtre of her ſilver line, 

hile the huſh'd breeze its laſt weak aide _— 
nd lulls old Humber ta his wary. W i, 


Come to thy Vot'ry's ardent prayer; 

In all thy graceful plainneſs dreſt: 

No knot confines thy waving hair; 
No zone thy floating veſt; BY, 
nſullied Honour decks thme open brow, 2 
Ind Candour brightens in thy modeſt eye: 
iy bluſh is warm Content's ethereal glow; 

Wy ſmile is Peace; thy ſtep is L_ :. 
C 3, 
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Thou ſratter'ſt bleſſings round with laviſh hand, '{He ſcorn 
As Spring with careleſs fragratite fills the land. ids Lu 


| III. 
As now o'er this lone beach I ſtray, Be 
Thy fav'rite Swain oft ſtole along, T] 
And artleſs wove his Dorian lar. 4 Hy 
Far from the buſy throng. + e Pr 
Thou heard'ſt him, Goddeſs, ſtrike the tender ſtrinfnd fan 
And bad'ſt his ſoul with bolder paſſions move: hich g 
Soon theſe reſponſive ſhores forgot to ring, ut, har 
With Beauty's praiſe, or plaint of ſlighted Love; In diſtan 
To loftier flights his daring Genius roſe, dow mee 
And led the war, inn thine, and Freedom 's ſoe s (well: 
| ” OED IV. 11 | 
þ + Pointed with Satire's keeneſt ſteel, cc ] 
1 The ſhafts of Wit he darts around; — 8 
if Ev'n + mitred Dulneſs learns to feel, & \ 
{ | . And ſhrinks beneath the wound. 66.4 
1 | In awful poverty his honeſt Muſe h Led by 
a Walks forth vindictive thro' a venal land: And al 
\| In vain Corruption ſheds her golden dews, _ Can cu 
| In * Oppreſſion lifts her 1 aal; O hang 
il To arts 


* Andrew Marvel, born at Kingſton u * Hull And m 


the year 1620. 
+ See The Rehearſal tranſproſed, and an accoi 
of the effect of that e in the ee Brit 


nica, art. ** 1 | * 


cc TJ 


yt D. . ar as 

le ſeorns them both, and, arm d with truth alone, 

2d, ids Luſt and W _ on = 1 Ty 
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Behold, like him, immortal Maid, r 
The Muſes veſtal fires,] bring: 47 
Here, at thy feet, the ſparks I ada, fr A 02 
Propitious wave thy wing 

und fan them to that dazzling blaze of Song, 


er {tri l 


e: hich glares tremendous on the Sons of Pride. 
ut, hark, methinks I hear her hallow'd tongue 

,ove; I diſtant trills it echoes o'er the tid;ñ 

7 dor meets mine ear with warbles wildly free, 

n's ſoc 


As (wells the Lark's meridian eeſta. 


&« Fond Youth !-to Marvell's patriot fame, * 
« Thy humble breaſt, muſt, ne er aſpire. 
« Yet nouriſn ſtill the lambent flame 
« Still ſtrike thy blameleſs Lyre: 
Led by the moral Muſe, ſecurely rove 1 
And all the vernal ſweets thy vacant Youth 
Can cull from buſy Fancy's fairy grove, 
O hang their foliage round the fane of Truth: 
To arts like theſe devote thy tuneful toil, 


1 Hull And meet its fair reward in D'Arcy's ſmile. 
in acco „„I. 
lia Brit c Tis he, my Son, alone ſhall chear 


« Thy ſickning ſoul; at that ſad hour, 


U 
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When o'er a much-lov'd Parent's bier, 
Thy duteous Sorrows ſhower.: ' 

& At that ſad hour, when all thy hopes decline 
«© When pining Care leads on her pallid train, 


« Winding thy blaſted tendrils o'er the plain. 
& At that ſad hour ſhall D'Arcy lend his aid, 


— d 2 : þ 4 


VIII. 
« This fragrant wreath, the Muſes meed, 


Where never Flatt*ry dar'd to tread, 

« Or Intereſt's ſervile throng; | 

4c Receive, thou favour'd Son, at my command, 
% And keep, with ſacred care, for Darcy's-brow : 
« Tell him, *twas weve by my immortal hand, 
& ] breath'd on every flower a purer glow; 
Say, for thy fake, I ſend the gift divine 

«To _— who Galls thee ere makes thee MIX 


% And ſees thee, like the weak, and widow'd Vine, 


« And _ Nee F We wo $ arr 1 e 1: heal 


That bloom'd thoſe vocal ſhades among, 
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Rc a, Am ped! isnt HA 
2 N 20 | 401d. Het eld 
. An! ceaſe chis Kind an ene 
Which, when it flows from F Lea, $ 
and, 13 tongue, 1624113 4:43 bid „d. 27 
row: However weak, however vain, . 
nd, O'erpowers beyond the Siren's PEI Nut L 

Fe Leave:me, my friend, indulgent. go 44 
And let me muſe upon my woe. 1 

Why lure me from theſe pale retreats ! ? . 

Why rob me of theſe penſive ſweets? 1 

Can Muſic's voice, can Beauty's eye, 1 

Can Painting's glowing hand ſupply 

A charm ſo ſuited to my mind. 

As blows this hollow guſt of wind, 

As drops this little weeping rill! 

Soft tinkling down the moſs-grown hill; 
ſhile thro' the weſt; where ſinks the crimſon Day, 
ek Twilight n _ 1 waves her banners 
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Shes 0, ir tartet II. I Tho' 

Say, from affliction's various ſource. . ,. ... And 

Do none but turbid waters flow? . (As! 
And cannot Faney clear their courſe? in ſhiv'r 
on Fancy! is the friend of Woe. ha glance 

| Say, mid that grove, in love-lorn ſtate, 370 
While yon poor Ringdove mourns her mate, 

Is all, that meets the .ſhepherd's ear, But fi 
Inipir'd by anguiſh, and deſpair ? E Iak 

Ah! no; fair Fancy rules the Song: The 4 

She ſwells her throat; ſhe guides her tongue; My ſe 

She bids the waving Aſpin ſpray ' . Thro 
Quiver in cadeno to her lay; Rapt 
She bids the fringed Oſiers bow, a4 Who 
And ruſtle round the lake below, j The c 
To ſuit the tenor of her gurgling ſighs; +: 4 And, 
And ee ee with nn bara ro w: 
i fy Roves 

; MM. 1] 955 dh £4 of, And 

To thee, 0 young and poliſh'd brow He, t. 
The. wrinkling hand of Sorrow ſpares; His hi 
Whoſe cheeks, beſtrew'd with roſes, know I, too, pe 

No channel for the tide of tear: heave. 


To thee yon Abbey dank, and lone, Sh 
Where ivy chains each mould'ring ſtone. |; 
That nods o'er many a Martyr's tomb, 

May caſt a formidable gloom: 17 8 

Let ſome there are, who, free from fear, 

Could wander thro' the eloy ſters drear, 
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Could rove each deſolated Iſle, 
Tho' midnight thunders ſhook the pile; 
And dauntleſs view, or feem to view, 
(As faintly flaſh the lightnings blue) | 

in ſhiv'ring Ghoſts from yawning charnels throng, 


d mage} WR — FO 1 3 vaults mpg 


A. But ſuch terrific charms as theſe, 
I aſk not yet: My ſober mind 0 
5 The fainter forms of ſadneſs pleaſe; . 
ngue;l My ſorrows are of ſofter kin 
* Thro? this ſtill valley let me ſtran, 

Rapt in ſome ſtrain of penſive Gar: 

Whoſe lofty Genius bears along 


j The conſcious dignity of Song 
3 And, ſcorning from the facred ſtore E 
pati To waſte a note on Pride or Power, 5377 


x Roves thro' the glimmering, colight gloomy - 
7 And warbles round each ruſtie tomb: 
w He, too, ' perchance (for well I know, 
His heart can melt with friendly woe) © | 
, too, perchance, when theſe poor limbs are laid, 
heave one n Neue n 1 wy ens 
Shade. . 4 
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FATE OF TYRANNY 1 
© 549 22 ut ads rin ii dy proud | 
| uin . A 2 Jorr Hig 7 ma 
Oreasesien dies: the Tyrant falls: { 
The golden City bows her walls! 
Ir RHovAxR breaks th! Avenger s rod. ns Hell, 
The Son of Wrath, whoſe ruthlefs hand uſes at th 
Hurl'd Deſolation o' er the land, | dreadfu] 
Has run his raging race, has clos'd the ſcene of blo See, a 
Chiefs arm'd around behold their vanquiſh d L Her ſh 
Nor 2 enn, nor lift the loyal n mighty 
_ — — — — — Riſing, 
0 * This Ode is # hee paraphraſe of Part of the From 
chapter of Iſaiah, where the Prophet, after he Mee 
foretold the deſtruction bf Babylon, ſubjoins a Song * 


Triumph, which, he ſuppoſes, the Jews will ſing vi 
his prediction is fulfilled. ' And it ſpall come to paſ 
the day that the Lord ſpall give thee reft from thy 
row, and from thy fear, and from the hard bond 
wherein thou waſt made to ſerve, that thou ſhalt take 
| this proverb againſt the King of Babylon, and ſay, H "> © 
| & hath the oppreſſor ceaſed, &c. ſt Epode, 
| 3ſt Strophe, ver. 4, 5, 6. s, 10, 11. 
| 1 


ſt Antiſt 


o D .B* A 37 
I. 2. | 

He falls; : T Earth again is free. 
. Hark! at the call of Liberty, 
. All Nature lifts the choral ſong. 

The Fir trees, on the mountain's head, 

Rejoice. thro” all their pomp of ſhade; 
e lordly Cedars. nod on facred Lebanon: 
yrant! they cry, ſince thy fell force is broke, 
proud heads pierce the ſkies, nor fear the wood- 

man's s ſtroke. | 


| * $64 4:27 41; 

Hell, Fes wh 1 3 | 
uſes at thine approach; and, all around, 
dreadful notes of ne ſound. 

See, at the awful call, 
410 Her ſhadowy Heroes. all, Hed) 
AI wolln mighty Kings, the heits, of empire 8 
Riſing, with ſolemn ſtate, and flow, 
From their ſable thrones; below, |,” - 
— 4 Meet, and inſult thy pride. | 
What, doſt thou join our ghoſtly train, 


— 


— A flitting ſhadow light, and vain? q 
0 pa - | E218: 151.2 y als i2 
1 thy | SER JE 3 1 
bond — 
+ take t Antiſtrophe, ** whole Earth is at reſt &e. © 
„ 7, 8. 

iſt Epode, Hell from e — oy the Ke. 

9, 10, 11. „ „ 


D = © 


* ap ß. 
Where is thy pomp, thy feſtive throng, 5 
Thy revel dance, and wanton ſong? Is th 
Proud King! Corruption faſtens on thy breaſt ; ade the 
And calls her crawling brood, and bids them ſhare vell'd he 


feaſt. Fam 
1. Till 
O Lucifer ! thou radiant ſtar; w her ric 
Son of the Morn ; whoſe roſy car Whi! 
Flam'd foremoſt in the van of day: Graſ 
How art thou fall'n, thou King of Light ! St 
How fall'n from thy meridian height ! Vain 
Who ſaid'ſt the diſtant poles ſhall hear me, and ob Beho 
High, o'er the ſtars, my ſapphire throne ſhall gl The 
And, as Jznovan's ſelf, my voice the heav'ns f The 
bow. | hile thou 
Ms; . . Moulder'ſt, 

He ſpake, he died. Diſtain'd with gore, 

Beſide yon yawning cavern hoar, 

See, where his livid corſe is laid. No tr 
The aged Pilgrim paſſing by, Shall 
Surveys him long with dubious eye ; | Ne 
And muſes on his fate, and ſhakes his reverend h wh 2 
url” 


Juſt heav'ns! is thus thy pride imperial gone? 
Is this poor heap of duſt the King of Babylon ? 


— 


REFERENCES. 

2d Strophe, How art thou fallen from haves 
, 3, 1 

2d Antiſtrophe, Yet t hon ſhalt. be brought drn 
— £2614; Kc. ver. IF, 16. 91 


2d Epod 
mble, &c. 
zd Strop 
u, &c. ve 


os 


Or D N 8. 
OY VOM IET 
Is this the Man, Mas nod HY 
t; ade the Earth tremble: whoſe terrific rod 
hare vell'd her loftieſt cities? Where He Wann. | 
Famine purſu'd, and frown'd; | 
Till Nature groaning round, 
w her rich realms trausform'd to deſerts dry; 
While at his crouded priſon's gate, 
| Graſping the keys of Fate, f 
ht! Stood ſtern Captivity. | 
Vain Man! behold thy righteous . 
Behold each neighb' ring monarch's tomb; 
The trophied arch, the breathing buſt, 
The laurel ſhades their ſacred duſt: : 
hile thou, vile Out-caſt, on this hoſtile plain, 
oulder*ſt, a vulgar eorſe, among the vulgar ſlain. 


. 


2 . 


15 1. t. 
No trophied arch, no breathing buſt, 
Shall dignify thy trampled duſt : _ 
| No laurel flouriſh o'er thy grave. 
nd i For why, proud King, thy ruthleſs hand 
one? Hurl'd Deſolation o'er the land, | 


ReyxaeNces. 
2d Epode, Is this the man that made * Earth 
mble, &c. ver. 16, 17, 18, 19. 
zd Strophe, thou ſhalt not be 1 19 them in, Boe 
il, &c. ver. 20. 3 


4 4 il 
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And cruſh'd the object ware whom —_ are bornſÞ.nd ther 


ſave : Mo 

Eternal Infamy ſhall blaſt thy name, Wh 
And all thy ſons ſhall ſhare their i enen Fatht ; 
ſhame. | Yes 

Pll. 

III. 2. Th? 

Riſe, purple Slaughter ! furious riſe; Fro: 
Unfold the terror of thine eyes; ontanec 

Dart thy vindictive ſhafts around : has. by » 


Let no ſtrange land a ſhade afford, 
No conquer'd Nations call them Lord; 
Nor let their cities riſe to curſe the goodly ground, 
For thus Jenovan ſwears; no Name, no Son, 
No eh ſhall remain of haughty * 


III. i 
Thus faith the righteous Lord : 


My Vengeance ſhall unſheath the flaming ſword; 


O'er all thy realms my Fury ſhall be pour'd. - 
Where yon proud city ſtood, 
I'll ſpread the ſtagnant flood; 


REFERENCES. 
3d Antiſtrophe, prepare om for his Child 
ver. 21, 22— 
3d Epode, ſaith the Lord, I will alſo cle it a 
ſeſſion for the Bittern, &c. ver. 2, 23, 24, 
26, 27. a 


D 1 
born nd there the Bittern in the ſedge ſhall lurk, 
Moaning with ſullen ſtrain: 
While, ſweeping o'er the plain, 

Fath: Deſtruction ends her work. 

Yes, on mine holy mountain's brow, 

I'll cruſh this proud Aſſyrian foe. 

Th' irrevocable word is ſpoke. 

From Judah's neck the galling yoke 
ontaneous falls, ſhe ſhines with wonted ſtate; 
bus by MYSELF I ſwear, and what I ſwear is Fate. 
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OUNG NOBLEMAN: 


LEAVING THE UNIVERSITY. 


ar yet, ingenuous Youth, thy ſteps retire \ 
From Cam's ſmooth margin, and the peaceful val 


here Science call'd thee to her ſtudious quire, 


And met thee muſing in her cloyſters pale; 

let thy friend (and may he boaſt the name) 
Breathe from his artleſs reed one parting wel 

lay like this thy early Virtues claim, > © [2 
And this let voluntary Friendſhip pay. 

t know, the time arrives, the dangerous time, 
When all thoſe Virtues, opening now ſo fair, 
anſplanted to the world's tempeſtuous clime, 
Muſt learn each Paſſion's boiſt'rous breath to bear. 
ere, if Ambition peſtilent and pale, 

Or Luxury ſhould taint their vernal glow; . 

cold Self-intereſt, with her chilling gale, 

Should blaſt th' unfolding bloſſoms ere they blow 


Aſk, if he ne' er bemoans that hapleſs hour 


_— 1 
If mimic hues, by Art, or Faſhion ſpread, 


Their genuine, ſimple colouring ſhould ſupply, 85 
O! with them may theſe laureate honors fade; „ Aa 
And with them (if it can) my Friendſhip die. On titl 
Then do not blame, if, tho' thyſelf inſpire, - from 
Cautious I ſtrike the panegyric ſtring; 1 li 
1s glitt 
The Muſe full oft purſues a-meteor fire, here Bhs 
And, vainly vent'rous, ſoars on waxen wing. Now if 
Too actively awake at Friendſhip's voice, 6 with 
The Poet's hoſom pours the fervent ſtrain, Dryden 
Till fad reflexion blames the haſty choice, y ſweet 


And oft invokes Oblivion's aid in vain. 
Call we the ſhade of Pope, from that bleft bower 
Where thron'd he ſits with many a tuneful Sag 


Thy ſtr 
e ſimple 
Warble: 
ot to diſę 


When St. John's name illumin'd Glory's pag: Was Pa 


Aſk, if the wretch, who dar'd his mem'ry ſtain, 


Aſk, if his country's, his religion's foe _ | nag 
Deſerv'd the meed that Marlbro' fail'd to gain, b to this4 
The deathleſs meed, he only could beſtow ? OO 
The Bard will tell thee, the miſguided praiſe il thy! 
Clouds the celeſtial ſunſhine of his breaſt; ung 
Even now, repentant of his erring Lays, tain the 
He heaves a ligh amid the realms of reſt. And, al 

; | : | 4 ll ſcorn, 
| e On vice? 

* Alluding to this couplet of Mr. Pope's, d teach 


To Cato Virgil paid one honeſt line, Of kna- 
O let my Country's friends illumine mine. Pe 


* 


Li 
Pope thro* Friendſhip fail'd, indignant view, _ 4 F 
Yet pity Dryden; hark, whenc'er he fings, . 
w Adulation drops her courtly dew ' 
On titled Rhymers, and inglorious Kings. x EN 
e, from the depths of his exhauſtleſs mine, & 
His glittering ſtores the tuneful Spendthrift throws: * 
here Fear, or Intereſt bids, behold they ſhine; 
Now grace a Cromwell's, now a Charles's brows, 
rn with too generous, or too mean a heart, 
Dryden! in vain to thee thoſe ſtores were lent : 
y ſweeteſt numbers but a trifling Art; 
Thy ſtrongeſt diction idly eloquent. 
gs e ſimpleſt Lyre, if Truth direct its Lays, 
ul Sap Warbles a melody ne'er heard from thine : 

| ot to diſguſt with falſe, or venal praiſe, 
Was Parnell's modeſt fame, and may be mine. 
> then, my Friend, nor let thy candid breaſt 
Condemn me, if I check the plauſive ſtring 
d to the wayward world; compleat the reſt ; 
Be, what the pureſt Muſe would wiſh to ſing. 
ſtill thyſelf; that open path of Truth, | 
> Which led thee here, let Manhood firm purſue; - 
| Wtain the ſweet ſimplicity of Youth, 
And, all thy virtue dictates, dare to do. 
ill ſcorn, with conſcious pride, the maſk of Art; 
On vice's front let fearful caution lour, 
d teach the diffident, diſcreeter part 
Of knaves that plot, and fools that fawn for 
ine. Power. 1 hi-v95 
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So, round thy brow when Age's honours prend, 
When Death's cold hand unſtrings thy Maſon's lyr 
When the green turf lies lightly on his head, 
Thy worth ſhall ſome ſuperior bard inſpire : : 
He, to the ampleſt bounds of Time's domain, 
On Rapture” s plume ſhall give thy Name to fly; 
For truſt, with reverence truſt this * Sabine ſtrain; 
bs The Muſe forbids the virtuous Man to die. yz 


| Written in 1753. | 
Se Sr big AR 


+ £4684 


— 


# ———Dignum laude Virum 
Muſa vetat mori. HoRaer, 
| ILE 
Its ar 
an Fancy 
That ri 
0; if the 
If this x 
ill ſhould 
And fr: 
"Mi 
rr he, wh 
Who ba 
> firſt, wi 
Where 
1 V dw well d 


What ti 


17 7 
112 $4.4 / * 


9 


n's lyr 


E. . 1 


o fly; 


| 0 "OLE To MITE 
rain: WRITTEN IN THE 


ARDEN or A FRIEND. 


HILE o'er my head this laurel-woven bower / 
Its arch of glittering verdure wildly flings, 
an Fancy ſlumber ? can, the tuneful Power, 
That rules my lyre, negle& her wonted ſtrings ? 
o; if the blighting Eaſt deform'd the plain, 
If this gay bank no balmy ſweets exhal'd, 
ill ſhould the grove re-echo to my ſtrain, | 
And friendſhip prompt the theme, where beauty 
fail'd. | * 
r he, whoſe careleſs art this foliage dreſt, 
Who bade theſe twiſting brades of woodbine bend, 
firſt, with truth and virtue, taught my breaſt 
N uMbere beſt to chuſe, and beſt to fix a friend. 
s well does Mem'ry note the golden day, ü 
What time, reclin'd in Marg ret's ſtu dious glade, 
| E R 


0 E L. E GI E 8. It 


My mimic reed firſt tun'd the * Dorian Lay, 
«© Unſeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn ſhade 

Twas there we met; the Muſes hail'd the hour; 
The ſame deſires, the ſame ingenuous arts 

Inſpir'd us both ; we own'd, and bleſt the power 
That join'd at once our ſtudies, and our hearts, 

O! ſince thoſe days, when Science ſpread the fea 
When emulative Youth its reliſh lent, 

Say, has one genuine Joy e'er warm'd my breaſt ! 

Enough; if Joy was his, be mine Content. 
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To thirſt for praiſe his temperate Youth forbore ; Ii, ſylva 
He fondly wiſh'd not for a Poet's name; Whoſe r 

Much did he love the Muſe, but Quiet more, d taught 
And, tho' he might command, he lighted Fa ach en 

Hither, in manhood's prime, he wiſely fled here a h 
From all that Folly, all that Pride approves; rhe amp 

To this ſoft ſcene a tender Partner led; nountain 
This laurel ſhade was witneſs to their loves. ut lends 

% Begone,” he cry d, Ambition's air-drawn pla} 1,1 in 
* Hence with perplexing pomp, unwieldy wallW. looks 

« Let me not ſeem, but be the happy man, d as * the 
«© Poſleſt-of Love, of Competence, and Healtt 


it Milton 
Smiling he ſpake, nor did the Fates withſtand; | 
In rural arts the peaceful moments flew : 


See the 
FI: 5 | | lilton's A 
* MusAkus, the firſt Poem in this Collech 
written while the Author was a Scholar of St. Joor know, 
College in Cambridge. 


f this fait 


ETL BGIE S. . . 
y, lovely Lawn! that felt his forming hand, 

ſhade How ſoon thy ſurface ſhone with verdure new; 

w ſoon obedient Flora brought her ſtore, 

And o'er thy breaſt a ſhower of fragrance flung : 

rtumnus came; his earlieſt blooms he bore, 

earts. WW And thy rich ſides with waving purple hung: 

en to the ſight, he call'd yon ſtately ſpire, | 

He pierc'd th' oppoſing oak's luxuriant ſhade ; 

le yonder crouding hawthorns low retire, 

Nor veil the glories of the golden mead. 

il, ylvan wonders, hail! and hail the hand, 

Whoſe native taſte thy native charms diſplay'd, 

d taught one little acre to command 

ach envied happineſs of ſcene, and ſhade. 

here a hill, whoſe diſtant azure bounds 

he ample range of Scarſdale's proud domain, 

nountain hoar, that yon wild Peak ſurrounds, 

ut lends a willing beauty to thy plain ? 

d, lo! in yonder path I ſpy my friend; 

y weallic looks the guardian genius of the grove, 

| as * the fabled Form that whilom deign'd, 

At Milton's call, in Harefield's haunts to rove. 


See the Deſcription of the Genius of the Wood, 
lilton's Arcades. 


Wor know, by lot, from Jove, I am the Power 
f this fair wood, and live in oaken bower 
| E 2 
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Bleſt Spirit, come! tho' pent in mortal mould, 
I'll yet invoke thee by that purer name; 
O come, a Portion of thy bliſs unfold, 
From Folly's maze my wayward ſtep reclaim. 
Too long, alas, my inexperienc'd youth, 
| Miſſed by flattering Fortune's ſpecious tale, 
Has left the rural reign of Peace, and Truth, 


The huddling brook, cool cave, and whiſperi 


vale. | 
Won to the world, a candidate for praiſe, 
Let, let me boaſt, by no ignoble art, 
Too oft the public ear has heard my lays, 
Too much its vain applauſe has touch'd my he: 
But now, ere Cuſtom binds his powerful chains, 
Come, from the baſe enchanter ſet me free, 
While yet my ſoul its firſt, beſt taſte retains, 
Recall that ſoul to reaſon, peace, and thee. 
Teach me, like thee, to muſe on Nature's page, 
To mark each wonder in Creation's plan, 


Each mode of being trace, and, humbly ſage, 


Deduce from theſe the genuine powers of Man; 
Of Man, while warm'd with reaſon's purer ray, 
No tool of policy, no dupe to pride; 
Before vain Science led his taſte aſtray ; | 
When conſcience was his law, and God his gui 


To nurſe the Saplings tall, and curl the grove 
With ringlets quaint, &c. 
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d, is let me learn, and learning let me live 2 

15 The leſſon o'er. From that great Guide of Truth, 
may my ſuppliant ſoul the boon receive 

aim, I To tread thro! age the footſteps of thy youth. 


Written in 1758. 
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REV. MR. HU R D. 


1 | ive her 

RIEND of my youth, who, when the willing Muſk M« And 
gStream'd o'er my breaſt her warm poetic rays, Mah, wha 
Saw'ſt the freſh ſeeds their vital powers diffuſe, « The 1 
And fed'ſt them with the foſt'ring dew of praiſel Aro light 


Whate'er the produce of th' unthrifty ſoil, "Hu 
The leaves, the flowers, the fruits, to thee belong 
The labourer earns the wages of his toil; 
Who form'd the Poet, well may claim the ſong, 
Yes, tis my pride to own, that taught by thee © Which 
My conſcious ſoul ſuperior flights eſſay'd; ſpake ; 
Learnt from thy lore the Poet's dignity, roſ 
And ſpurn'd the hirelings of the rhyming trade, 
Say, ſcenes of Science, ſay, thou haunted ſtream ! 
[For oft my Muſe-led ſteps did'ſt thou behold] 
How on thy banks I rifled every theme, | 
That Fancy fabled in her age of gold. 


True; A 
Thy n 


proceed; 


oft virgi 
fair EL 
he haple 
e awful ſ 


; er caver. 
How oft” I cry'd, ** O come, thou tragic Queen! Ile fam'd 
March from thy Greece with firm majeſtic treaiMhe Geniz 
& Such as when Athens ſaw thee fill her ſcene, ſee, my 
«© When Sophocles thy choral Graces led: take at 
I Wd the p 


This Elegy was prefixt to the former editions Mnd, if th 
Caractacus, as dedicatory of that poem. 
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Saw thy proud pall itspurple length devolve; 

« Saw thee uplift the glitt'ring dagger high; 
Ponder with fixed brow thy deep reſolve, 

« Prepar'd to ſtrike, to triumph, and to die. 
Bring then to Britain's plain that choral throng; 

« Diſplay thy buſkin'd pomp, thy golden lyre; ; 
ive her hiſtoric Forms the ſoul of ſong, 

And mingle Attic art with Shakeſpear's fire.” 

Ah, what, fond boy, doſt thou preſume to claim ?”* 
« The Muſe reply'd : “ Miſtaken ſuppliant, know, 
o light in Shakeſpear's breaſt the dazzling flame 4 
« Exhauſted all Parnaſſus could heſtow. | 
rue; Art remains; and, if from his bright page 
Thy mimic power one vivid beam can ſeize, 
proceed; and in that beſt of taſks engage, 

© Which tends at once to profit, and to pleaſe.” 
ſpake; and Harewood's Towers ſpontaneous 


roſe ; 
trade. oft virgin warblings echo'd thro? the grove; 
am! Wl fair ELrRAID A pour'd forth all her woes, 


old] he hapleſs pattern of connubial Love. 

e awful ſcenes old Mona next diſplay'd; 

er caverns gloom'd, her foreſts wav'd on high, 
le fam'd within their con ſecrated ſhade 

tic treaſhe Genius ſtern of Britiſh liberty. 

ſee, my Hun] to thee thoſe ſcenes conſign'd ; 
take and ſtamp them with thy honour'd name. 
nd the page be friendſhip's chaplet twin'd; 
litions nd, if they find the road to honeſt Fame, 


56 E LEO4IES.7 . 
Perchance the candour of ſome nobler age 
May praiſe the Bard, who bade gay Folly bear | 
* Her cheap applauſes to the buſy ſtage, 
And leave him penſive Virtue's ſilent tear; 
Choſe too to conſecrate his fav'rite ſtrain 
To Him, who grac'd by ev'ry liberal art, 
That beſt might ſhine among the learned train, 
Yet more excell'd in morals and in heart: ID E 
Whoſe equal mind could ſce vain fortune ſhower 
Her flimſy favours on the fawning orew, 


While, in low Thurcaſton's ſequeſter'd bower, ur mid 
She fixt him diſtant from Promotion's view: Of De: 
Yet, ſhelter'd there by calm Contentment's wing, pauſes n 
Pleas'd he could ſmile, and, with ſage Hooker's ey Flings t 

+ ©* See from his mother earth God's bleſſings ſpring. „ 
«© And cat his bread in peace and privacy.” — Daught 

RY | oft have 

Written in 17 59. With he 

— r ſhe was 


Nil equidem feci (tu ſeis hoc ipſe) Theatris; (This E. 
Muſa nec in plauſus ambitioſa mea eſt. ir as the 

| Ovio, Triſt. Lib. V. El. vii. if Float in 

+ Verbatim from a letter of Hooker's to Archi Hhene'er u 
ſhop Whitgift. But, my Lord, I ſhall never be al or cough 
« to finiſh what I have begun, [viz. his immorty ſweetly 
« Treatiſe on Eccleſiaſtical Polity] unleſs I be The liqui 
& moved into ſome quiet country parſonage, wher'Wch look, 
&* may ſee God's bleſſings ſpring out of my mother ea That ge, 
& and eat my own bread in peace and privacy. See Mme lovelie 
Life in the Biographia Britannica. Chas'd by 
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ON THE 
1, | | 1 
HH l rh 1 
, ur midnight clock has toll'd; and hark, the bell 
225 Of Death beats flow! heard ye the note profound? 


pauſes now; and now, with riſing knell, 
. to the hollow gale its ſullen ſound. 
$** is dead. Attend the ſtrain, 

Daughters of Albion ! Ye that, light as air, | 
oft have tript in her fantaſtic train, 

With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair: 

or ſhe was fair beyond your brighteſt bloom: 
(This Envy owns, ſince now her bloom is fled) 
ir as the Forms that, wove in Fancy's:loom, 
Float in light viſion round the Poet's head. 
hene'er with ſoft ſerenity ſhe ſmil'd, 

Or caught the orient bluſh of quick ſurprize, 

ow ſweetly mutable, how brightly wild, 

The liquid luſtre darted from her eyes? 

ach look, each motion wak'd a new-born grace, 
That o'er her form its tranſient glory calt : 

me lovelier wonder ſoon uſurp'd the place, 
Chas'd by a charm till lovelier than the laſt. 
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That bell again! It tells us what ſhe i: e sire R. 


On what ſhe was no more the ſtrain prolong : Fach fe 
Luxuriant Fancy pauſe : an hour like this each her 
And we 


Demands the tribute of a ſerious Song. 
Mak1a claims it from that ſable bier, 

Where cold and wan the ſlumberer reſts her head 
In ſtill ſmall whiſpers to reflection's ear, 

She breathes the ſolemn dictates of the Dead. 
O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud; 

Proclaim the theme, by Sage, by Fool rever'd; 
Hear it, ye Young, ye Vain, ye Great, ye Proud! 

_ *Tis Nature ſpeaks, and Nature will be heard. 

Yes, ye ſhall hear, and tremble as ye hear, 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap}® ſne w 


wy, are y. 
To you 
lake then 
And le: 
or think 


Even in the midſt of pleaſure's mad career, Heirs 5 
The mental Monitor ſhall wake and G ould bid 
For ſay, than * s propitious ſtar, Not fin] 
now, ye 


What brighter planet on your births aroſe; 
Or gave of Fortune's gifts an ampler ſhare, 

In life to laviſh, or by death to loſe! 
Early to loſe; while, born on buſy wing, 

Ye ſip the nectar of each varying bloom: 


In yon « 
"ce then 
The Sti1 
this the 


Nor fear, while baſking in the beams of ſpring, Lour ho 
The wintry ſtorm that ſweeps you to the tomb. ſooth y 


Think of her Fate! revere the heavenly hand With th 

That led her hence, though ſoon, by ſteps ſo low 
Long at her couch Death took his patient ſtand, 

And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow; I In ab 

| | loſophe 


by auth 
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o give Reflection time, with lenient art, OP © 
Each fond deluſion from her ſoul to ſteal; 
each her from Folly peaceably to part, 
And wean her from a world ſhe lov'd fo well. 
y, are ye ſure his Mercy ſhall extend 
To you ſo long a ſpan? Alas, ye ſigh: 
lake then, while yet ye may, your God your friend, 
And learn with equal eaſe to ſleep or die! 
or think the Muſe, whoſe ſober voice ye hear, 
Contracts with bigot frown her ſullen brow ; 
oud! Its round Religion's orb the miſts of fear, 
ard. or ſhades, with horrors, what with _— ſhould 
glow. 

0; ſhe would warm you with ſeraphic fire, 

Heirs as ye are of heaven's eternal day; 
ſould bid you boldly to that heaven aſpire, - 

Not ſink and flumber in your cells of clay. 
now, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 

In yon ethereal founts of bliſs to lave; 
ce then, ſecure in Faith's protecting ſhield, 

The Sting from Death, the Vict' ry from the Grave, 
this the bigot's rant? Away ye Vain *, 

Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulneſs ſteep: 


By 

omb. I ſooth your ſouls in ſickneſs, grief, or pain, 
Laid With the ſad ſolace of eternal ſleep. 

ſo ſlow eee | 

nd, 


ow: In a book of French verſes, entitled Oeuvres du 
iloſophe de ſans Souci, and lately reprinted at Ber- 
by authority, under the title of Poeſies Diverſes, 


- 
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Yet will 1 praiſe you, triflers as ye are, 
More than thoſe Preachers of your fav rite « cre 
Who proudly ſwell the brazen throat of War, 
Who form the Phalanx, bid the battle bleed; 
Nor wiſh for more: who conquer, but to die. 
Hear, Folly, hear; and triumph in the tale: 
Like you, they reaſon; not, like you, enjoy 
I) he breeze of bliſs, that fills your ſilken fail; 
On Pleaſure's glitt ring ſtream ye gayly ſteer 
Your little courſe to cold oblivion's ſhore : 


Stem the rough ſurge, and brave the torrent's u 
Is it for Glory ? that juſt Fate denies. : 

Long muſt the Warrior moulder in his ſhroud, 
Ere from her trump the heaven-breath'd accents 

That lift the Hero from the fighting croud. 


— 


may be found an epiſtle to Marſhal Keith, writ 
profeſſedly againſt the Immortality of the Soul. 
way of ſpecimen of the whole, take the folloy 
lines. 
De Pavenir, 4 KeiTn, jugeons par le paſſe; 
Comme avant que je fuſle il n'avoit point pen 
De meme, apres ma mort, quand toutes mes pa 
Par le corruption ſeront ancanties, 
Par un meme deſtin il ne penſera plus; 
Non, rien n' eſt plus certain, ſoyons-en convait 
„ + Ce | 
It is to this epiſtle that the reſt of the Elegy allud 


They dare the ſtorm, and, through th'inclement ye 
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it his graſp of Empire to extend ? | 
To curb the fury of inſulting foes ? 

bition, ceaſe : the idle conteſt end: 


leed; 
oY ' 'Tis but a Kingdom thou canſt win or loſe. 
tale: ſod why muſt murder'd myriads loſe their all. 


(If Life be all) why deſolation lowr, 
Gal: ith famiſh'd frown, on this affrighted ball, 
rhat thou may'ſt flame the meteor of an hour? 


r | | 

5 wiſer ye, that flutter Life away, 

1 Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high; 

nent ye x , . 

nts nee the light dance, with feſtive freedom gay, 

And live your moment, ſince the next ye die. 

Ld t know, vain Sceptics, know, th'Almighty mind, 
wo breath'd on Man a portion of his fire, 

cents - . » 

ud de his free Soul, by earth nor time confin'd, 


To Heaven, to Immortality aſpire. 

r ſhall the Pile of Hope, his Mercy rear'd, 
By vain Philoſophy be e'er deſtroy'd: 
ernity, by all or wiſh'd or fear'd, 


Soul. Shall be by all or ſuffer'd or enjoy'd. 
folloy 5 

{all Written in 1760. 
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E PIT AP H I. 


ON 
MRS. M A s O N, 


IN BRISTOL CATHEDRAL. 


Ax, holy Earth! all that my foul holds dear: 
Take that beſt gift which Heav'n fo lately gave: 

o Briſtol's fount I bore with trembling care 

Her faded form: ſhe bow'd to taſte the wave 

d died, Does Youth, does Beauty, read the line ? 
Does ſympathetic fear their breaſts alarm ? 

eak, dead MARIA] breathe a ſtrain divine: 

Ev'n from the grave thou ſhalt have power to charm, 
them be chaſte, be innocent, like thee; 

Bid them in Duty's ſphere as meekly move; 
id if ſo fair, from vanity as free; 

As firm in friendſhip, and as fond in love, 

ll them, though tis an awful thing to die, 

("Twas ev'n to thee) yet the dread path once trod, 
av'n lifts its everlaſting portals high, 

And bids the Pure in heart behold their Gon.“ 


#3 
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ON THE HONOURABLE — ” 


MISS DRUMMOND 


IN THE CHURCH OF BRODSWORTH 
YORKSHIRE, 


ERE ſleeps what once was Beauty, once was Grat 
Grace, that with tenderneſs and ſenſe combin 
To form that harmony of ſoul and face, | 
Where beauty ſhines the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the Maid, that in the morn of youth; 
In virgin innocence, in nature's pride, 
Bleſt with each art that owes its charm to truth, 
Sunk in her Father's fond embrace, and _ 
He weeps: O venerate the holy tear : 
Faith lends her aid ta caſe affliction's load} 
The Parent mourns his Child upon her bier, 
The Chriſtian yields an Angel to his God. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


pcaAR, King of England, having heard the beauty 
of Elfrida, daughter of Orgar, Earl of Devon- 
ire, highly celebrated ; ſent his Favourite Miniſter 
thelwold to the father's caſtle, to diſcover whether 
was really ſo beautiful, as Fame reported her to 
; and if ſhe was, to offer her his Crown in mar- 
ge. Athelwold, on ſeeing her, fell violently in love 
th ber himſelf; and married her; conveying her 
on after to his own caſtle in Harewood Foreſt, where 
viſited her by ſtealth from court; and in his ab- 
ce left her with a train of Britiſh Virgins, who form 
e Chorus. After three months, Orgar, diſapprov- 
> this confinement of his daughter, came diſguiſed 
Harewood to diſcover the cauſe of it. His arrival 
ns the Drama. The incidents, which are produced 
Athelwold's return from court (who was abſent 
en Orgar came to his caſtle) and afterwards by the 
expected viſit of the King, form the Epiſode of the 
agedy ; the feigned pardon of Athelwold, drawn 
dm the King by the earneſt interceſſions of Elfrida, 
ngs on the Peripetia, or change of fortune; and the 
zle combat between the King and Athelwold, in 
ich the latter is ſlain, occaſions Elfrida to take the 
, which completes the Cataſtrophe. 


PERSONS or THE DRAM ITI 


Ona, Earl of Devonfhire. [ow nob 
Cuonus, of Britiſh Virgins. Gilt v 
ELTRAIDA, Daughter to Orgar. nboſom 
ATRAELWOLD, Huſband to Elfrida. lutes me 
Epwin, a Meſſenger. d, as I t 
Epox, King of England. ds up a 
© <li diſguiſed in a Feaſant 99 Habit, dponks Fer Cont 
— is was he 

. ant Heavy 
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Scent, a Lawn before Athelwold's Caſtle in 
wood: Forelt. | 


call to cc 


ORGA R. 
ow nobly does this venerable wood, 
Gilt with the glories of the orient ſun, 
nboſom yon fair manſion ! The ſoft air 
lutes me with moſt cool and temp'rate breath; 
d, as I tread, the flow'r-beſprinkled lawn 
ds up a gale of fragrance. I ſhould gueſs, 
er Content deign'd viſit mortal clime, _ 
is was her place of deareſt reſidence. 
ant Heav'n! I find it ſuch. Tis now three months, 
ce firſt Earl Athelwold eſpous'd my daughter. 
then beſought me, for ſome little ſpace 
e nuptials might be ſecret; many reaſons, 
ſaid, induc'd to this: I made no pauſe, 
, reſting on his prudence, to his will 
e abſolute concurrence. Soon as married, 
to this ſecret ſeat convey'd Elfrida; 
rey'd her as by ſtealth, enjoy'd, and left her : 
not without I know not what excuſe 
call to court, of Edgar's royal friendſhip, 
| G 5 


74 E ED 4 
And England's welfare. To his prince he went: 
And ſince, as by intelligence I gather, came to 
He oft returns to this his cloyſter'd wife; ence, to 
But ever with a privacy moſt ſtudied; | This pilgr 
Borrowing diſguiſes till inventive art f vagran 
Can ſcarce ſupply him with variety. 
His viſits, as they're ſtol'n, are alſo ſhort ; Vail to 
Seldom beyond the circuit of one ſun; 

Then back to court, while ſhe his abſence mourns 
Full many a lonely hour. I brook not this. 
Had Athelwold eſpaus'd ſome baſe-born peaſ 1, 
This uſage had been apt: but when he took Whom At 
My daughter to his arms, he took a virgin, hat, whe 
Thro' whoſe rich veins the blood of Britiſh Kings Nubeir leni, 
Ran in unſullied ſtream. Her lineage ſure lay ſteal 
Might give her place and notice with the nobleſt his grove 
In Edgar's court. Elfrida's beauty too hen I'll : 
(I ſpeak not from a father's fooliſh fondneſs) | 
Would ſhine amid the faireſt, and reflect 

No vulgar glory on that beauty's maſter. 

This act beſpeaks the madman. Who, that own'd 

An em'rald, jaſper, or rich chryſolite, H 


and, by | 


ut hark, 
Freaks on 


Would hide its luſtre, or not bid it blaze \mbroſial 
Conſpicuous on his brow? Haply Athelwold hat bids 1 
May have eſpous'd ſome other, *Sdeath he durſt: bb 
My former feats in arms muſt have inform'd him, hat bids | 
That Orgar, while he liv'd, would never prove A 
A traitor to his honour, If he has— ids ſilver | 
This aged arm is not ſo mk unſtrung / bat wind: 
Buy ſlack' ning years, but juſt revenge will brace it. 


Ip I 
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and, by yon awful heav'n— But hold, my rage. 
came to ſearch into this matter coolly. 
ence, to conceal the father and the earl, 
nis pilgrim's ſtaff, and ſerip, and all theſe marks 
f vagrant poverty. ; | | 
CHORUS (within) | | 
Vail to thy living light, 'ambroſial Morn! tl 
All hail thy roſeat ray 
| ORGA R. 
ut hark, the ſound of ſweeteſt minſtrelſy 
reaks on mine ear. The females, I ſuppoſe, 
hom Athelwold has left my child's attendants; 
hat, when ſhe wails the abſence of her lord, | 
zeir lenient airs, and ſprightly-fancied ſongs, 
lay ſteal away her woes. See, they approach: 


— 2 —.. K 7˙»‚˙ e 


leſt rhis grove ſhall ſhroud me till they ceaſe their ſtrain; 
ben Vil addreſs them with ſome feigned tale. | 
[He retires. ' 
CHORUS, 
own'd ODE. 


Hail to thy living light, 
\mbroſial Morn ! all hail thy roſeate ray: 


| hat bids young Nature all her charms diſplay 
lurſt! In varied beauty bright; I; 

| him, What bids each dewy-ſpangled flowret riſe, 

Ve. And dart around its vermil dies ; 


ids ſilver Juſtre grace yon ſparkling tide, 
hat winding warbles down the mountain's ſide. 


ce it, G a 


Away, ye Goblins all, 1 FW hout 

Wont the bewilder'd traveller to daunt; ow coul 
Whoſe vagrant feet have trac'd your ſecret haunt ear voie 
rac'd wi 


Beſide ſome lonely wall, 
Or ſhatter'd ruin of a moſs-grown tow'r, 
Where, at pale midnight's ſtilleſt hour, 
Thro' each rough chink the ſolemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light. 
Away, ye Elves, away : 
Shrink at ambroſial Morning's living ray; 
That living ray, whoſe pow'r benign 
Unfolds the ſcene of glory to our eye, 
Where, thron'd in artleſs majeſty, 
The cherub Beauty ſits on Nature's ruſtic ſhrine. 


nd this 
ſhence, 


eſe liml 
t what 
nd mine 


CHORUS, ORGAR. hat erue 


CHORUS. 
Silence, my ſiſters. Whence this rudeneſs, ſtrange 
That thus has prompted thine unbidden ear 
'To liſten to our ſtrains ? 
ORGAR. 

Your pardon, Virgins : 
I meant not rudeneſs, tho' I dar'd to liſten ; 
For ah ! whit ear ſo fortify'd and barr'd 
Againſt the force of powerful harmony, 
But would with tranſport to ſuch ſweet aſſailants 
Surrender its attention ? Never yet 
Have I paſs'd by the night-bird's fav'rite ſpray, 
What time ſhe pours her wild and artleſs ſong, 


ill hide tl 


ere oft 1: 
d the wi 
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lat we, in 
e tender 


LN 
chout attentive pauſe and ſilent rapture; 
ow could I then, with ſavage diſregard, | 
ear voices tun'd by nature ſweet as her's, | 
rac'd with all art's addition? | 
CHORUS. 0 
| 


——— 


Thy mean garb, - 
nd this FO courtly phraſe but ill accord. - 
hence, and what art thou, ſtranger? 
ORGAR. 

Virgins, know 
eſe limbs have oft been wrapt in richer veſt : 
t what avails it now ? all have their fate; 
nd mine has been- moſt wretched. 

CHORUS. 
May we alk 


our, 
ght 


ine. 


hat cruel cauſe 
O R GAR. 
No! let this hapleſs: breaſt 
ill hide the melancholy tale. 
CHORUS. 
| We know, 1 

ere oft is found an avarice in grief; 
d the wan eye of Sorrow loves to gaze 

don its ſecret hoard of treaſur' d woes 

pining ſolitude. Perhaps thy mind 

kes the ſame penſive caſt: if not, permit 
lants at we, in ſocial ſympathy, may * 

e tender tear. 


trange 


ORGAR. 
Ah! ill would it become ye, 
| Sy 


ray, 


E LF; NI DFA. 
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Io let the woes of ſuch a wretch as I am, 


E'er dim your bright eyes with a pitying tear. 
CHORUS. | 
The eye, that will not weep another's ſorrow, 
Should boaſt no gentler brightneſs than the glare, 
That reddens in the eye-ball of the wolf. 
Let us entreat— 
OR GAR. | 
Know, Virgins, I was born 
To ample property of lands and flocks, 
On this ſide Tweeda's ſtream. My youth and vida 
Achiev'd full many a feat of martial proweſs: 
Nor was my ſkill in chivalry unnoted 
In the fair volume of my ſov'reign's love: 
Who ever held me in his beſt eſteem, 
And cloſeſt to his perſon. When he paid, 
What all muſt pay, to fate; and ſhort-liv'd Edwy 


Mounted the vacant throne, which now his brother 


Fills (as loud Fame reports) right royally ; 
then, unfit for pageantry and courts, 

Sat down in peace among my faithful vaſſals, 

At my paternal ſeat. But ah! not long 

Had I enjoy'd the ſweets of that receſs, 

Ere by the ſavage inroads of baſe hinds, 

That ſallied frequent from the Scottiſh heights, 
My lands were all laid waſte, my people murder'; 
And I, thro' impotence of age unfit 

To quell their brutal rage, was forc'd to drag 
My mis'ries thro' the land, a friendleſs wand'rer, 
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ET LiF! RE ID! As 
CHORUS. 

Ne pity and condole thy wretched ſtate, 
ut we can do no more; which, on thy part, 
aims juſt returns of pity : for whoſe lot 
demands it more than theirs, whom fate forbids | 
o taſte the joys of courteous charity; | 
o wipe the trickling tears, which dew the cheek i 
palſied age; to ſmooth its furrow'd brow, 
Ind pay its gray hairs each due reverence ? 
et ſuch delight we are forbid to taſte! 
or 'tis our lord's command, that not a ſtranger, | 
lowever high or lowly his degree, | D | 
lave entrance at theſe gates. 


RE Ae CE IISICINY —— — 


lare, 


ORG A R. 115 
Who may this tyrant— 
| CHORUS. 
dwy las, no tyrant he; the more our wonder 
rothe t this harſh mandate: Tenderneſs and Pity 


ave made his breaſt their home. He is a man 

ore apt, thro' inborn gentleneſs to err 

giving mercy's tide too free a courſe, | 
han with a thrifty and illiberal hand det 0's 
o ſtint its channel. This his praiſe you'll hear 

he univerſal theme in Edgar's court : 

or Edgar ranks him firſt in his high favor; 
oads him with honors, which the Earl receives, 

$ does the golden cenſer frankincenſe, | 
nly to ſpread a ſacred gale of bleſſings 

round on all. 


Fd 
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ORG. AR. 
Methinks, this pleaſing portrait 
Bears ſtrong reſemblance of Lord Athelwold. 


re I can 
neath t! 


CHORUS. 
Himſelf: no Briton but has heard his fame. That ſhal 
OR GAR. his man 


"Tis wondrous ſtrange; can you conceive no cauſe 


he Earl: 
For this his conduct: 


leeds to | 


CHORU 8. o w'd wit! 
None, that we may truſt. ie thee, | 
 ORGAR. er which 


Your garbs beſpeak you for the fair attendants 
Of ſome illuſtrious dame, the wife, or ſiſter 
Of this dread carl. 

CHORUS. 

On this head too, old man, 
We are commanded a religious ſilence : | 
Which ſtrictly we obey ; for well we know 
Fidelity's a virtue that ennobles 
Ev'n ſervitude itfelf : Farewell, depart 
With our beſt wiſhes ; we do treſpaſs much 


antled ii 
he ivy, g 
urtains e: 
here too, 
ay bring 


ward 


To hold this open converſe with a ſtranger. it haſte t. 

OR GAR. at done, 
Stay, Virgins, ſtay ; have ye no friendly ſhed, ith cauti 
But bord'fing on your caſtle, where theſe limbs. at thus 
Might lay their load of mis'ry for an hour? e conſeq 


Have ye no food, however mean and homely, 

Wherewith I might ſupport declining nature? 

Ev'h while I ſpeak, I find my ſpirits fail; ink wa 
And n full well, I know, theſe trembling bee, my pret 


reti n 
re I can pace a hundred ſteps, will ſink 
ncath their wretched burthen. 
TN + CBORVUS. 
Piteous ſight ! 
hat ſhall we 1 my ſiſters? To admit 
| his man beneath the roof, would be to ſcorn 
cauſe Ihe Earl's ſtrict interdict; and yet my heart 
[eds to behold that white, old, rev'rend head 
w'd with ſuch miſery.—Yes, we muſt aid him. 


t. ie thee, poor Pilgrim, to yon neighb'ring bow'r, 
er which an old oak ſpreads his awful arm, 
ts antled in browneſt foliage, and beneath 


he ivy, gadding from th'untwiſted ſtem, 


rtains each verdant ſide. There thou may'ſt reſt, 


here too, perchance, ſome of our ſiſterhood 
n, ay bring thee ſpeedy ſuſtenance. | 
ORG 4 R. 
' Kind Heav'n! 
ward | 
CHORU 8. l e 
Ahl ſtay not here to thank us, 
it haſte to give thine age tis meet repoſe. 
at done, we do conjure thee leave the place 
ith cautious ſecrecy ; for was it known, 
at thus we treſpaſs'd on our lord's command, 
e conſequence were fatal. 
ORGAR. 
| Faireſt Maid! 
ink not I'll baſely draw down puniſhments 
; ke, my preſervers. I retire. May bleſſings 


„ 
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Show'r'd from Lyon fount of Bliſs repay your kindr 
[Exit Or 


S EMIC HE O R US. 
Yes, ſiſters, yes, when pale diſtreſs 
Implores your aiding hand, 
Let not a partial faithfulneſs, 
Let not a mortal's vain command 
Urge you to break th* unalterable laws 
Of heav'n-deſcended Charity. 
Ahl follow till the ſoft-ey'd Deity; 
For know, each path ſhe draws, 
Along the plain of life, 
Meets at the central dome of bee ey 0 | 
Follow the ſoft-ey'd Deity; 
She bids ye, as ye hope for bleſſings, bleſs. 


Aid then the gen'ral cauſe of gen'ral happineſs. 


SEMICHORUS. 

Humanity, thy awful ſtrain 

Shall ever greet our ear, | 

Sonorous, ſweet, and clear. 

And as amid the ſprightly-ſwelling ſtrain 

Of dulcet notes, that breathe 

From flute or lyre, 

'Fhe deep baſe rolls its manly as; 

Guiding the tuneful choir; 

So thou, Humanity, ſhalt lead along 

Th' accordant paſſions in their moral ſong, 

And give our mental concert trueſt harmony. 
CHORUS 5 

But ſee, Elfrida comes. 
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Ei LF REID AE s KB 
Kinda ould we again reſume our former ſtrain, eo | 
nd hail the Morn that paints her waking beauties z 3 
ſtay her gentle bidding? Rather ſtay ; 
r, as I think, ſhe ſeems in penſive mood: 

d there are times, when to the nn _ 

'n harmony is harſnneſs. 


it Or, 


ELFRIDA, CHORU * 
EL F R I'D. A. 
O my Virgins, 
ith what a d and retarding weight, 
es Expectation load the wing of Time? 
as, how have theſe three dull hours crept on, 
nce firſt the crimſon mantle of the morn 
eſs, . Wirt-d yon gay horizon? Say, my Friends, 
zve I miſcounted ? Did not Athelwold 
parting fix this morn for his return ? 
is dear long-wilh'd for morn? He did, he did, 
nd ſeal'd it with a kiſs; I could not err. 
nd yet he comes not. He was wont outſtrip ZE, 
e ſun's moſt early ſpeed, and make its riſing '  ' 
> me unwiſh'd and needleſs. This delay "a 
cates ſtrange doubts and ſcruples in my breaſt. © 
urts throng with beauties, and my Athelwold 
is a ſoft, ſuſceptible heart, as prone 
d yield its love to ev'ry ſparkling eye, 
v. $ is the muſk-roſe to diſpenſe its fragrance 
dev'ry whiſp'ring breeze; perhaps he's wy" 
rhaps Elfrida's wretched, r ; 


E. LI Rr D AK - 
C H OR U 8. 
See, Elfrida, 
Ah cel how round yon branching elm the ivy 


eny'd to | 
ſhene'er | 


Claſps its green folds, and poiſons what ſupports it. vet not 


Not leſs injurious to wy ſhoots of Love 
Is ſickly jealouſy. 
3 R I D A. 

My mind nor pines 
With jealouſy, nor reſts ſecure in peace. 
Who loves, muſt fear; and ſure who loves like me, 
Muſt greatly fear. 
CHORUS. 

Yet whence the cauſe ? Your Earl 
Has ever yet (this little breach excepted) 
Been punctual to appointment. Did his eye 
Glow with leſs ardent paſſion when he left you, 
Than at the firſt bleſt meeting? No! I mark'd hi 
His parting glance was that of fervent love, 
And conſtancy unalter'd. Do not fear him. 
ELFRIDA. 

I ſhould not fear him, were his . ſtay 
The only cauſe. Alas, it is not ſo! 
Why comes my Earl fo ſecret to theſe arms? 
Why, but becauſe he dreads the juſt reproach 
Of ſome deluded fair one ? Why am I 
Here ſhrouded up, like the pale Votariſt, 
Who knows no viſitant, ſave the lone owl, 
That nightly leaves his ivy-fhrouded cell, 
And fails on flow wing thro? the cloiſter'd iſles, 
Liſt'ning her ſaintly oriſons ? Why am I 
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eny'd to follow my departed Lord 

ſhene'er his duty calls him to the palace? 
A. 3 4 

wet not that; the nobleſt proof of love 

hat Athelwold can give, is ſtill to guard 

our beauties from the blaſt of courtly gales. 

ke crimſon bluſh of virgin modeſty, 

he delicate ſoft tints of innocence 

here all fly off, and leave no boaſt behind 

it well-rang'd, faded features. Ah, Elfrida, 

ould you be doom'd, which happier fate forbid! 

drag your hours through all that nauſeous ſcene | 

f pageantry and vice; your purer breaſt, 

e to its virtypus reliſh, ſoon would heave 

fervent ſigh for innocence and Harewood: 

ELFRIDA. | 

u much miſtake me, Virgins; the abe n palace 

ere undeſired by me, did not that palace 1 

tain my Athelwold. If he were here, 

5 preſence would convert this range of oaks 

ſtately columns; theſe gay-liv'ried flow'rs 

troops of gallant ladies; and yon deer, 

at jut their antlers forth in ſportive fray, 

armed knights at jouſt or tournament. 

Athelwold dwelt here; if no ambition | 

uld lure his ſteps from love, and this ſtill foreſt ; 

might never moan his time of abſence, 

| nger than that which ſerv'd him for the chaſe 

les, of the wolf, or ſtag; or when he bore 

H "3 


orts it 


ou, 
* d hi 
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The hood-wink'd falcon forth; might theſe, : 


Virgins, 
And theſe alone, be love's ſhort intervals, 
I ſhould not have one thought remote from Harewoc 
CHORUS. 
And would you wiſh that Athelwold ſhould light 
The weal of England, and on theſe light toys 
Waſte his unvalued hours ? No, fond Elfrida ; ; 
His active ſoul is wing'd for nobler flights. 
| ELF RID A. 

What then, muſt England's welfare hold my Earl 
For ever from theſe ſhades? *'_ 

| CHORUS. 

We ſay not that. 


The youth, who bathes in pleaſure's tempting ſtie 


At well-judg'd intervals, feels all his ſoul 

Nerv'd with recruited ſtrength ; but if too oft 

He ſwims in ſportive mazes through the flood, 

It chills his languid virtue. For this cauſe 

Your Earl forbids, that theſe enchanting groves, 

And their fair miſtreſs ſhould poſſeſs him wholly, 

He knows he has a country and a king, 

That claim his firſt attention; yet be ſure, 

*T will not be long, ere his in mind 

Shall loſe in ſweet oblivion ev'ry care, 

Among th” embow'ring ſhades that veil Elfrida. 

ELFRIDA. 

O be that ſpeech prophetic; may he ſoon | 

Seek theſe embow'ring ſhades ! Mean while, 
friends, 1 
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oth me with harmony. I know full well 

hat ye were nurs'd in Cornwall's wizard caves, 
id oft have pac'd the fairy-peopled vales 
Devon, where Poſterity retains 

me vein of that old minſtrelſy, which breath'd 
hrough each time-honor'd grove of Britiſh oak. 


eſe, n 


flight 


4 ö ere, where the ſpreading conſecrated boughs 
| d the ſage miſletoe, the holy Druids | 
y wrapt in moral muſings; while the Bards * 
y Ea ald from their ſolemn harps ſuch lofty airs; 


drew down Fancy from the realms of Light 
paint Tome radiant viſion on their minds, 
high myſterious import. But on me 

* ch ſtrains ſublime were waſted: I but afk 
ſprightly ſong to ſpeed the lazy flight 

theſe dull hours. And Muſic ſure can find 


6 magic ſpell to make them ſkim their round, 
Pitt as the ſwallow circles. Try its power: 
—_ hile I, from yonder hillock, watch his coming. 
'holly [Exit Elfrida. . 

9 C H 0 RUS. 
O DE. 
The Tuttle tells her plaintive tale. 
: Scqueſter'd in ſome ſhadowy vale; 
„ _ The Lark in radiant ether floats, 
rid And ſwells his wild extatic notes: 
Meanwhile on yonder hawthorn ſpray 
„nile The Linnet wakes her temp'rate lay; 
7 


She haunts no ſolitary ſhade, 
She flutters o'er no ſun-ſhine mead,, 
H ax 
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88 
No love-lorn griefs depreſs her ſong, ' I Jou list 
No raptures lift it loudly hig, slowly 
But ſoft ſhe trills, amid th* atrial throng, - or of h 
Smooth ſimple ſtrains of ſob'reſt harmony. The ſav 
| | The bey 


Sweet Bird! like thine our lay ſhall flow, 
Nor gaily briſk, nor ſadly flow ; 

For to thy note ſedate, and clear, 
Content ſtill lends a lining ear. 


Then, . 
nd o'er h 
raphic da 


Reclin'd this moſſy bank along, Where'e 

Oft has ſhe heard thy careleſs ſong : Thou ſo 
Why hears not now ? What fairer grove Soon wil 
From Harewood lures her devious love ? printing 
What fairer grove than Harewood knows, Soon ſha 
More woodland walks, more fragrant gales, Thy glit: 
More ſnadowy bowers, inviting ſoft repoſe, Among t 
More ſtreams ſlow- wand ring thro' her winding val: Attendai 

: a | | There, w 
Perhaps to ſome lone cave the Rover flies, Ot Sport: 


Where lull'd in pious peace the Hermit lies. en laſt, b 
For, from the Hall's tumultuous ſtate, jou comes 
Where banners wave with blazon'd gold, 

There will the meek-ey d Matron oft retreat, 

And with the ſolemn Sage high converſe hold. 


d, hark, 
e fleet hoc 


Now near 

There, Goddeſs, on the ſhaggy mound, Avaunt! 1 
Where tumbling torrents roar around, rk! Echot 
Where pendent mountains o'er your head at Love, « 


Stretch their reverential ſhade; 


E. LF NFA, 
You liſten, while the holy Seer 
Slowly chaunts his veſpers clear; 
Or of his ſparing meſs partake, 
The ſav'ry pulſe, the wheaten cake, 
The bey'rage cool of limpid rill. 
Then, riſing light, your hoſt you bleſs, 
nd o'er his ſaintly temples bland diſtill 
taphic en of * «happineſs 


Where'er ho 22 a ent. ; 1 
Thou ſoon wilt ſmile, in Harewood's bower : 
Soon will thy fairy feet be ſeen, | 
Printing this. dew-empearled green z- 

Soon ſhall we mark thy geſtures meek, 

Thy glitt'ring eye, and dimpled check, 
Among the welcome gueſts that move 
Attendant on the ſtate of Love, 

There, when the Sov'reign leads along. 

Of Sports and Smiles a jocund train, : 

en laſt, but lovelieſt of the lovely throng, 

jou comes to ſoften, yet ſecure his reign. 


d, hark, compleating our prophetic lay, 
e fleet hoof rattles o'er the flinty way ; + 
Now nearer, and now nearer ſounds. 
Avaunt! ye vain, deluſive Fears. 
k! Echo tells through Harewood's 3 
t Love, Content, and Athelwold n. * 
H 5 
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ATHELWOLD, ELFRID A, CHORUS 


AT HEL WOL D . 
Look ever thus; with that bright glance of joy 
Thus always meet my tranſports. Let theſe arms 
Thus ever fold me; and this cheek, that blooms 
With all health's op' ning roſes, preſs my lips, 
Warm as at this bleſt moment. 
E L FRI DA. 
; | Athelwold, 
I had prepar'd me many a ſtern rebuke 
Had arm'd my brow with frowns, and taught my 
Th' averted glance of coldneſs, which might beſt Athelwe 
Greet ſuch a loit'ring lover : but I find, ndear'd t 
Twas a vain taſk; for this my truant heart ly Father 
Forgets each leflon, which reſentment taught, ; 
And in thy ſight knows only to be happy. 
ATHELWOLD. 
My beſt Elfrida—Heav*ns : it cannot laſt. 
The giddy height of joy, to which I'm lifted, low jealor 


ay, my | 
or ſhould 
or ſome b 
lieve me 


Is as a hanging rock, at whoſe low foot rom roya 
The black and beating ſurge of Infamy e will no! 


Rolls ready to receive, and ſink my ſoul. n this lon 
ELFRIDA. ir unbeco 


So ſoon to fall into this muſing mood Vith the r 
I thought, my Lord, you promis'd you would lea hould it b 
Theſe looks behind at court. Nay, twas the cauſe i doubt, w 


Aſſign'd for this my reſidence at Harewood, 
That you might never come to theſe fond arms, Ile need nc 


r LF 57 
ut with a breaſt devoid of public care, | 
\nd fill d alone with rapture and Elfrida. 


ad you not ſo? Why then that penſive poſture, 
hat down-caſt eye? Surely the city's din, 


ind this calm grove have loſt their difference. 
arms Ill with you to the palace. 
ms AT HELWOLD. 
, | Heav'n forbid ! 
k L FRI D A. e 2 It WU 
ay, my beſt Lord, I meant it but in ſport; 
or ſhould you bid me quit theſe blooming lawns,” - 
or ſome bare heath, or drear unpeopled deſert ; 
my efflicve me, I would think its wildneſs Eden, 
beſt MW Athelwold with frequent viſitation 


ndear'd the ſavage ſcene : but oy I hs 
ly F ather. 
ATHE L W OLD. 
Hah ! why him; | 
| ELFRIDA. 
You vac his temper; 
low jealous of his rank, and his trac'd lineage 
rom royal anceſtry. I fear me much, | 
ge will not brook you ſhould conceal me long 
this lone privacy: No, he will deem it 
ar unbecoming her, whoſe veins are fill'd 
Vith the rich ſtream of his nobility. 
hould it be ſo, his hot and fiery nature, 
doubt, will blaze, and do ſome dreadful outrage. 
ATHEL WOLD. | 
le need not know it, or, if chance he ſhould, 


| 


„ VI RI 4. 

It matters not, if ſo this foreſt life 

Seem of your own adoption and free choice. 

And that it will fo ſeem, I truſt that love, 

Which ever yet has met my wayward will 

With pions” d compliance, and unaſk'd aſſent. 
2 EL FRI D A. 

And ever ſhall : yet blame me not, my Lord, 

If prying womanhood ſhould prompt a wiſh. 


To learn the cauſe of this your ſtrange commotion, 


Which ever wakes, if I but drop one thought 
Of quitting Harewood. 
ATHELW.O:LD. 
Go to the clear ſurface, 
Of yon e! lake, and, bending o'er it. 


There read my anſwer. 
E L FRI D A. 


Theſe are riddles, Sir 


4 THE LMWOL D. 
No; for its glaſſy and reflecting ſurface 
Will ſmile with charms too tempting for a palace, 
+: „„ Bb F;R:1 DA. 14: 
Does Athelwold diſtruſt Elfrida's faith ? 
8 ATHELWOL D. 
No : but he much diſtruſts Elfrida's beauty. 
ELFRID A. 
Away : you trifle, 
ATHELW 0 L D. 
| Never more in earneſt; 
E-would not for the throne which n ſits on, 
That Edgar ſnould behold it. 
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ELFRID A. 
What, my Lord, 
hiok you the face, that caught your ſingle heart, 
ſill make all hearts its captives? Vain ſurmize. 
et grant it could; the face is yours alone: | 
ot Edgar's ſelf would dare to ſeize it from you. 
lgar's a king, and not a tyrant. 
ATHEL W OLD. 
True, 
nr s a King, a juſt one; his firm feet 
alk ever in the fore-right road of honor: 
or do I know what lure can draw his ſteps 
cvious from that ſtraight path, ſave only one: 
hat tempting lure is beauty. Ah! Elfrida, 
brow but the dazzling bait within his view, 
he untam'd wolf does not with fiercer rage 
rt the flight bondage of the ſilken net, 
han he the ties of law. Late, very late, 
it caſually with young Matilda's face, 
e ſtrait commanded her reluctant Mother 
o yield her to his arms: nor had ſhe 'ſcap'd 
he violating fervor of his love, T 
ad not the prudent dame ſuborn'd her „ 
take the unchaſte office, and be led 
il'd in the maſk of night, to Edgar's chamber 


counterfeit Matilda. As it chanc'd, 
be damſel pleas'd the King, nor dil ec | 
whit abate his fondneſs; h gave 8 


he prudent Mother, eas d Matilda's fears, 
nd led the wanton minſtrel to. his court, 


otion, 


lace. 
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Where ſtill ſhe ſhares——— | 
CHORUS. that's 
Behold, Earl Athelwold, i font 

A ies arrives; his ſpeed and aſpect | 
Speak ſome important crrand. | & let i 


hen tho 
wilt th. 
ſhall t 
yet th. 
is oer: 

as buriec 
wretche 


EDWIN, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, CHORU 


ATHELWOLD. 
How now, Edwin ? 
EDWIN. 
The King, my Lord, is on his way to Harewood. 
ATHELWOLD. 


— 


Edwin, 
all prey 
ilt thou 1 
ſatiate fu 
f1'd, an 
ad bear if 


The King! | 
| EDWIN. | 

His purpoſe is to paſs through Mercia: 
And in a haſty meſſage, ſome two hours 
After you left the palace, this his pleaſure 
Was ſent you by Lord Seofrid; withal 
Commanding your attendance. You being abſent, 
He ſtrait way turn'd his courſe through this fair for 
Meaning to chaſe the Stag; his train ſo ſmall, 
As was his purpoſe ſudden. 

«1 ELFRIDA. 
| Good, my Lord, 


ace; not 
eſe are n. 
me to tri 
would a 
ncealmen 


Why thus perplex'd ? 
CHORU 8. 

Heav'ns! what a deep deſpair 
Sits on his brow ? | 


E I. F R I D A. 9 
EL FRI DA. | 
— The norice ſure is ſhort; 
t that's a trifle, a ſmall train requires 
be ſmaller preparation : let him come, 
| ATHELWO L D. 
es, let him come: ſo thou wilt ſay, Elfrida, 
hen thou haſt heard my tale. Yes, let him come, 
wilt thou ſay, and let thy huſband periſh, 
ſhall theſe arms once more embrace thee cloſely, 
yet thou fly them as the pois' nous adder. 
is oer: in that emhrace Elfrida's Love 


JORU 


n? as buried; and in that embrace, the Peace 
| wretched Athelwold. 
wood, ELFRIDA, 
What may this be! 
ATHEL WOL D. 
Edwin, Edwin, when ſurviving Malice 


Lercia fe prey upon the Fame of thy dead Maſter, 
i t thou not ſome way ſtrive to check the Fiend's 
ſatiate fury? Wilt thou ſee my name 
i'd, and blacken'd with Detraction $. venom, 
id bear it patiently ! 
air * E L F RI D A. | 
What means my beſt — 

ATHELW OLD. | 
ace; not a word of Beſt, or Lov'd, or Dear: 
ſe are not titles now for thee to uſe, 

me to triumph in. Virgins, retire; 

would a while be private. Nay, return, 
icealment would be vain ; and ye and Edwin 4 


ſpair 


„ 


Are bound to me. Albina! as for you, had his 1 

1 * your father, when his blood was forfeit, Io hail yc 
CHORUS. 

Not I, great Earl, alone, but all this train 

Are bound by ev'ry tie of faith and love ou came, 


as this t 
as this t. 
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, let thi 
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To gen'rous Athelwold ; to that mild maſter, 
Who never forc'd our Service to one act, 
But of ſuch liberal ſort, as Freedom's ſelf 
Would ſmilingly perform. 

ATHELWOLD. 
It may be ſo, 
But where's the tie, Elfrida, that may bind 
Thy faith and love? 

ELFRIDA. 


| ſt thou t 
The ſtrongeſt ſure, my Lord, 


nge deep 


The golden, nuptial tie. Try but its ſtrength. d I will « 
 ATHELW OLD. | 
I muſt perforce this inſtant. Know, Elfrida, 
Once, on a day of high feſtivity, | ; at can be 
The youthful King, encircled with his Nobles, 
| Crown'd high the ſparkling bowl; and much of Lo 
Of beauty much the ſprightly converſe ran. fit ye ſh 
When, as it well might chance, the briſk Lord Arduly Safety n 
Made gallant note of Orgar's peerleſs daughter, Ke the ligh 
And in ſuch phraſe as might inflame a breaſt ich every 
More cool than Edgar's. Early on the morrow Pat faint v 
'Th' impatient Monarch gave me ſwift commiſſion 
To view thoſe charms, of which Lord Ardulph's tongh as theſe 
Had given ſuch warm deſcription : to whoſe wordWſted back 
If my . eye gave full aſſent, | talk'd o 


* INN D I 
had his royal mandate on the inſtant © 
it. Jo bail you Queen of England. | 
ELFRID A. . | 
*'Stead of which | 
ov came, and hail'd me Wife of Athelwold. | 
as this the tale 1 was fo taught to fear? 
as this the deed, that known would make me fly 
by claſping arm, as twere the pois'nous adder ? 
, let this tender, fond embrace aſſure thee, 
at thy Elfrida's love can never die; 
if it could, this animating touch 
ould ſoon rewake it-into life and rapture. 
ATHELW OUD 7 
ſt thou then pardon me? Come, injur'd ſovereign, 


ord, unge deep thy ſword of juſtice in this breaſt, 
h. d I will die contented. 
ELFRIDA. 
5 Z's - . Heav'n forbid! 
Nat can be done? | 
es, CHORUS. | | 
of Lo | Indeed, ye conſtant pair, 


fit ye ſtrive to fly the coming danger. | 
Ard Safety now ſits wav'ring on your Love, | | 
ter, We the light down upon the Thiſtle's beard, | 
ſt ich every breeze may part. Say, noble Earl, | 
row Wat faint was us'd to lull the king's impatience ? | | 
miſſion ATHEL WoL: 


h's tonfffin as theſe ſhades had veil'd my beauteous bride, 
c worolted back to Edgar, laugh'd at Ardulph, 
| talk'd of Elfrid, as of vulgar beauties; 


1 8 
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Own'd no uncommon light' ning in her eye, y tenfo 
No breaſt that ſham'd the ſnow, or cheek the raſe. | 
The ſprightly King believ'd me, and forgot her. 


CHORUS. ll bide 2 

But an alliance, great as Athelwold's ind robe 
With Orgar's daughter, ſoon would blaze abroad, | 
The theme of popular converſe. hy Love 
ATHELWOLD. ay wi 

True, it would; hou mu! 


And for that Reaſon, when I laſt was here, 
The King was taught I went to wed Elfrida. 
N EL FRI D A. 
How ſo, my Lord? 
ATHELW OLD. 

Thy Father, my Elfrida, 
Has rich poſſeſſions : Theſe, and theſe alone, 
I made my theme of Love; and told the king, 
That tho' thy face 888 the impious falſhood) 
Boaſted no charms to grace a Monarch's throne, 
Yet would thy dow'r well ſuit his miniſter. 
I I therefore meant to aſk thee of thy father, 
And (that my want of {kill in choice might ſcape 


ttends t 


flo, yet : 
or as YOU 
ll tain it 
Ir yellow, 
rom tree 
nd form 
he little 
ear not n 


zo, do the 


All cenſure) hid thee cloſe in Harewood caſtle. nd yet he 
Edgar with ſmiles conſented, and, I think, he liquid 
Harbours no thought of my diſloyalty. Ir rob the 
ELFRIDA. f all their 

If 6 what danger now? et would t 
ATHE LW OI p. bat inbor 


Aſk'ſt thou, what dangiWhro' each 
*Sdeath, will that glance not inſtantly proclaim Io ſeize th 


er. 


® L FRID 4 


y tenfold treachery ? 
ELFRID A. 
He ſhall not ſee me, 
hide me inſtant in ſome ſecret chamber, 
\nd robe this virgin in my bridal veſtments. 
_ ATHEL WOLD. 
by Love, like balm, runs trickling o'er the wounds 
ff my torn boſom ; yet tis vain, tis vain : 
hou muſt thyſelf appear, for Ardulph ever 
ttends the king, and would detect the fraud, 
ELFRIDA. 
ffo, yet ſtill I can inſure our ſafety ; - 
or as you fear my ſoftneſs of complexion, _ 
l tain it with the juice of duſky leaves, 
r yellow. berries, which this various wood 
rom tree or ſhrub will yield me. Theſe I'lI uſe, 
nd form a thouſand methods to conceal 
he little gleams of grace, which Nature lent me. 
ear not my caution. | 
ATHELWOLD. 
| Gentleſt, beſt of Creatures, 
zo, do then as thy tender cure directs, 
ind yet how vain ? What wond'rous art can ſteal 
he liquid lightnings from thoſe radiaat eyes, 
r rob the wavy ringlets of that hair 
f all their nameleſs graces? Say it could, 
et would that modeſt, but majeſtic mien, 
hat inborn dignity of ſoul, which breathes 
hro' each angelic geſture, ſtill remain 
o ſeize the heart of Edgar. Reſt, — 
: 12 


* * 
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Reſt as thou art, in all that blaze of beauty: 


ſes, Elfri 


IJ I muſt ſubmit to my juſt lot, and loſe the. hide me 
ELFE RID A. | Mavens! 
Away, my Lord, with theſe too anxious ſcruples : 
Fear not my carriage; I will ſtoop my head, 
Drawl out an ideot phraſe, and do each act m thine 
With ev'n a rude and peaſant aukwardneſs; Ir life auę 


ED WIN. E witneſs 
Ere this, my Lord, I think, the King has ache 
The full mid-way ; 'twere fit you ſtood prepar'd 
To give him mecting. 
ATHEL W « O LD. 

Give him meeting, Edwin! 
Alas! I have no maſk to veil my baſeneſs. 
When deep contrition ſhadows all my ſoul, 


I cannot dreſs my features in light ſmiles, 


by ev'ry 
cure of a 
turning 
or this dy 


And look the thing I am not. No, theſe eyes G 
Are not as yet true vaſſals to my purpoſe, ow'r blet 
As yet indeed I am but half a villain. ad I his p 
"EL FRIED/A; 

You weigh this matter in too nice a balance. 
Your crime, my Lord, is but the crime of love: e ſilent 5 
Thouſands like you have fail'd. its ye we 
ATHELWOLD. y her mu 
I know, Elfrida, thoſe he 


Could love abſolve the crime, my ſoul were pure Where the t 
As maiden innocence. Yes, I do love thee, rida's Vi! 
And thou art fair—beyond—But that's my bane; 

Thy ev'ry charm adds weight to my offence, 

And heaps freſh wrongs upon the beſt of Maſters. Wonly Lov, 


1 fu2 
es, Elfrid, Edgar was the beſt of Maſters. | ; 
hide me from the thought in that dear boſom— 
lcavens! I muſt die or keep her. 
ELFRIDA. 
Live, or die, 
m thine alike. Death cannot anght abate, 
r life augment, my love. Let this embtace 
witneſs. of my truth. 
ATHELWOLD. 
| It ſhall, it ſhall : —_— 
by ev'ry word and look declares thee faithful, | l 
cure of all thy love, and all thy prudence, i 
turning confidence has arm'd my ſoul 
or this dread AO reſting on thy truth 
1 — [Exit Athelwold. 
EL FRI D A. [| 
Go, and thy guardian ſaint pteſerve thee, Wl 
ow'r bleſſings vaſt as would my laviſiftove, 
ad I bis pow'r to bleſs thee! 
CHORUS. 
Yes, my Siſters, 
ve: Pe ſilent awe that reigns thro! all, your train, 
fits ye well. Let Admiration firſt 
y her mute tribute. She can beſt expreſs, 
thoſe het kindling cheeks, and lifted eyes, 
Pure here the tear twinkles, that tranſcendant praiſe 
rida's Virtue claims. 
- bane; E L FRI D A. 
My Virtue, Virgins, © | 
nly Love. Or, ſay that it be virtue, | 
4 


ples: 


ach'd 
r'd 


vin! 


8 
4 


ters. 


It owes its ſource to Love, to chaſteſt Love, Ptedfaſt, 
Than which what paſſion more impels the mind Sh 
To fair and generous action? But the hours Tells 
Are precious now. I'll to yon neighb'ring grove: | Its m- 
There grows an azure flower, I oft have mark'd it, When 


Which ſtains the preſſing finger, with a juice hen th 


Of duſky, yellow tin&: Its name I know not. Th 
I'll fetch and try it ſtrait. Wait my return. Th 
[Exit Elirid Ho caſt h 
| | and bine 
1 N | 
| he Soul 
ODE. To 
Whence does this ſudden Luſtre rife, Of 
That gilds the grove ? Not like the noontide beafhat hill 
Which ſparkling dances on the trembling ſtrean Th 
Nor the blue lightning” s flaſh ſwift ſhooting thro' : 
ſkies; hile on 
But ſuch a ſolemn ſteady Light, From the 


As o'er the cloudleſs azure ſteals, f rich in 
When Cynthia riding on the brow of night, ft ſteals 
Stops in their mid career her ſilver wheels. 
| . Then f 
Whence can it riſe, but from the ſober pow'r But the 
Of Canſtancy? She, heav'n-born Queen, 5 
Deſcends, and here in Hare wood's hallow'd bowe'ure, and 
Fixes her ſtedfaſt reign : 
Stedfaſt, as when her high command 
Gives to the ſtarry band . 
Their radiant Stations in heav'n's ample plain, 
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stedfaſt, as when around this nether n ED 


ind She winds the various year. 
Tells what time the Snow- drop cold 
ove: Its maiden whiteneſs may unfold, 


cd it, When the golden harveſt bend, 
hen the ruddy fruits deſcend. | 
Then bids pale Winter wake, to pour 


The pearly hail's tranſlucent ſliow'r, 
Elfrid ro caſt his ſilv'ry mantle o'er the woods, 


and bind in cryſtal chains the ſlumb' ring floods. 

he Soul, which ſhe inſpires, has pow'r to climb 
To all the heights ſublime | 
Of Virtue's tow'ring hill. 

de beafMWhat hill, at whoſe low foot weak-warbling ſtrays . 

The ſcanty ſtream of human praiſe, 

thro' A ſhallow trickling rill. 

chile on the Summits hov'ring Angels ſhed, 

From their bleſt pinions, the nectareous dews 

r rich immortal Fame: From theſe the Muſe 


2 | 
ſt ſteals ſome precious drops, and {kilful blends 
With thoſe the lower fountain lends ; 
Then ſhow'rs it all on ſome high-favour'd head. 
'r But thou, Elfrida, claim'ſt the genuine dew; 
5 Thy worth demands it all, | 
bowerPure,, and unmix'd, on thee the holy drops ſhall fall. 


, * 
in. 7 


LElfrida returns with flowers. 


„ 


Tis ſtrange, my Virgins, this ſweet child of Summe 


We ſaw him here before, and heard his tale, 
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es it is h 
upport n 


ELFRID A. [looking on the flow 


Silken and ſoft, whoſe breath perfumes the air, 
Whoſe gay veſt paints the Morn, ſhould in its boſon 
Hide ſuch pollution? Yet tis often thus: : 
All are not as they ſeem, 
ORGAR. 
Yet hear me, Lady. 
| ELFRIDA. 
Pe gone, unmanner'd Stranger, nor purſue me; 
Hence, from the grove. Know ye this Pilgrin 
| Virgins ? hy peace 
On my return I met him here. | | ut ſuch a1 
CHORUS. black a 
Alas; Belin's 


ake cour 
rompted 
o learn t 
nd I hav 


ou kno! 


las, I kn. 
knew it a 


That mov'd our pity—But I fear me now, 
Twas falſe; ſome ſpy perchance, and may hai 


heard t pardon 

: | ORGAR. tsup I k 

T have; yet not for that are you betray'd. Po ev'ry pi 
Fair Excellence, my heart is bound unto. you, nuptial 

I feel a tender intereſt in your welfare, ur ſtar-et 
Tender as Fathers feel. at begs 
ELFRIDA. ; er lord, h 


As Fathers feel; 
That well-known voice, and ah! that look——— 


E. L III D one: 
| on AR. 1 
U 8. + 313 3 Elfrida? 14 


E L FRIDA. 
es it is him, it is my Father, Virgins. 
upport me, or I faint! O wherefore, Sir 

+OR'G A R. 
Wake courage, Daughter; my parental fondneſs - '' 
rompted this viſit. Thus I came diſguis d. 
0 learn the cauſe of my dear'child's confinement :/ / 
nd I have Regen it. 

"ELFRIDA. 

Then all's loſt for ever. 
ORGAR. 
ou know'ſt, Elfrida, next to my houſe's honor, 
hy peace has ever been my deareſt care. 
ut ſuch an inſult— No : I cannot brook it. 
black a fraud! By all my anceſtors, 
Belin's ſhade I will have ample vengeance. 
 ELFRIDA. - 
las, I know too well your dreadful purpoſe. 
knew it at the firſt. Yes, he mult fall. 
t pardon me, if my poor trembling heart 
ts up I know not what of pray'rs and vows 
o ev'ry pitying ſaint. Celeſtial Guardians 
f nuptial Conſtancy ! O bend from heav'n n 
ur ſtar-crown'd heads, and hear a wretched: woman, 
at begs ye ſave, from a dread n s rage, 
r lord, her huſband. 
ORGAR. | 
Huſband! *Sdeath what huſband?.. 


y hat 
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Is Athelwold thy-huſband ? Sooner call 


Th' impeached thief true maſter of the booty 
He ſtole, or murder'd for. Diſdain the Villain: 


art its fu 
he noble 
nd kind 


And help me to revenge thee. 
| CHORUS. 
$4. Think, great Earl; ſhen this 
What facades ties reſtrain your daughter My equit 


Did ſhe not ſwear before the hallow'd ſhrine 
Eternal fealty to this her Lord ? 

| Yet ſay, that he deceived her; ſhall her truth 
Dare to revenge? No, Sir, in higheſt heav'n iſten to n 
Vengeance mid ſtorms and tempeſts ſits enſhrin'd, erſuaſian: 
veſtedi in robes of light' ning, and there ſleeps, Io uſe a fe 
Unwak'd but by th' incens'd Almighty's call. Wy wil m 


id with 


Oh! let not Man preſume to take unbid low me 
That dread vicegerency. | | 
oOR GAR. | 
Peace, Virgins, peace. lat duty 
Not ev*n the ſaws of Druids or of Bards et dread ; 


Have weight with me, when inſults high as this hall not 
Rouſe my juſt indignation. Hear me, Daughter, Ning or 
You went to ſearch for flow'rs, to blot your charm | 
With their dun hue. Yes, thou ſhalt ſearch for flow 
Yet ſhall they be the lovelieſt of the ſpring: 
Flow'rs, that entangling in thine auburn hair, 
Or bluſhing mid the whiteneſs of thy boſom, 
May, to the power of every native grace, 
Give double life and luſtre. Haſte, my child, 


orror! H 
ie Pen a 
erhaps on 
ow writes 


Array thyſelf in thy moſt gorgeous garb, that ou 
And fee each jewel, which my Love procur'd ther ould read 


d thee 


HF 10 
art its full radiance. More than all, put on 
he nobler ornament of winning ſmiles, 
nd kind inviting glances. 
ELFRIDA. 
Never, never; 
hen this true heart renounces Athelwold, if 
lay * heavn 8 | | | | 
ORGAR. | if 
Away with vows; - 
id with a duteous, and attentive Ear, 
ten to my perſuaſtons. Much I wiſh 
erſua ſians might prevail, that not 2 | 
ouſe a father's juſt prerogative, 
y will may meet with thy enfore d obedience. 
llow me, on thy duty. 
ELFRIDA. 
| Cruel Father, 
at duty ſhall abey you; I will follow: 


It dread as is that frown, dreadful as death, *© 


ſhall not ſhake the tenor of my faith; 
ving « or dead l ſtill am Athelwold's. | 
[ Exeunt —_— and * 


8 EM CHORUS. 
orror! Horror! | 
ie Pen of Fate, dipt in its deepeſt gall, 
erhaps on that ill-omen'd wall, 
ow writes th' event of this tremendous day. 
that our weaker fight | 75 
ould read the myſtic characters, 3 PA 494 
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What to the unpurg' d, mortal Eye, Pere vet 


Is hid in endleſs Night. ; e Uber his Caſt 

| SEMICHORUS. or its de 
Suſpenſe! thou frozen gueſt, be gone. or this £ 
The wretch, whoſe rugged bed ren to y 
Is ſpread on thorns, more ſoftly reſts his head, ll is of 
Than he that ſinks amid the cygnet's down, oth boa 
If thou, tormenting. fiend, be nigh, ho' here 


Fus'd, ne 
et not a 


To prompt his ſtarting tear, his ceaſeleſs ſigh, 
His wiſh, his pray'r, his vow for ling'ring certainty, 
GH O-R.-US:::: 

But hark! that certainty arrives. Methought 

J heard the winding horn. I did not err; 
The King is near at hand. This quick approach 
Will ſure prevent this proud Earl's cruel purpoſe, 
Yet what of that ?. Does her fair form require 
The blazon of rich veſture ? Genuine beauty 
Nor aſks, nor needs it : Negligence alone 
Is its bright diadem, and artleſs caſe 
Its robe of Tyrian tincture. Say, my Siſters, 
Shall we falute this monarch with a hymn 
Of Feſtival and Joy! Alas, ſuch joy 

III ſuits our trembling hearts, and weeping eyes. 
And now 'twere vain; for ſee, the King approach 


fhat Livis 
ſuſt not « 
our pard. 
ad not a 
$ homage 


/nat may 
as counte 


y are y. 
ſhrew my 
know the! 
ore prone 
Ik ſhould 


rom ſome 


EDGAR, ATHELW OLD, CHORUS 


EDGAR. 
No, Athelwold; not from a partial blindneſs; 
Or for the mode and guiſe of Courteſy, 
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ire we thus large in praiſe; in our true judgment, 
his Caſtle is not more kind Nature's debtor 

or its delicious ſite, than tis to thee 
or this ſo'goodly ſtructure. From its baſe, 
ren to yon turrets trim, and taper ſpires, 

d, ul is of choiceſt Maſonry. Each part 
goth boaſt a ſeparate grace; but Ornament, 

ho' here the richeſt that the eye can note, 
zus' d, not laviſh'd; Art ſeems generous here, 
tainty et not a prodigal. But ah! my Earl, | 
| [ ſeeing the Chorus. 
Nhat living charms are here? Thy caſtle's beauty 
ſuſt not detain me from this lovelier proſpect, 
ach our pardon, fair ones, that my wayward cye 
ofe, Niid not at firſt, where firſt was ſurely due, 

; homage to your graces. 
A THELWOLD. 
FT Heavens ! they weep. 
That may this mean? Some dread and unſeen chance 
as counter-work'd my ſafety. _ 
EDGAR. 
Whence this filence;. 

y are your lovely heads thus bow'd with ſadneſs? 1 
ſhrew my heart, my Lord, but this is ſtrange. 
know thee, Earl, and know thy gentleneſs, 
ore prone t'obey, than lord it o'er the ſex; 
lſe ſhould I gueſs this ſorrow had its riſe 
rom ſome diſcourteous treatment. 

CHORUS. 
No, dread Sov'reign ; 
x . " 0 


res. 


„% M1 enn | 
He is the nobleſt, gentleſt, beſt of maſters; _ 
And may your Love reward——  - do not de 


ue yet m 


ORGAR, ATHELWOLD, EDGAR, CHORUSFould & 1 
ATHELWOLD. 
Death to my n 
Oo R GAR. Jetter, my 


Yes, Villain, ſtart; but let this vengeful arm he way w: 

Arreſt thy baſeneſs; would to heaven its ſtrength, 

Thus graſping thee, could open thy falſe breaft, 

And bare thy heart to the ſham'd eye of Days will be he 
EDGAR 

Patience, hot Man. What art thou? 
ORGAR. 


Bart: of DevoWhen thou 


Pardon me, Prince; that this my honeſt rage 


O' erleaps obedient duty. I am wrong' d, deak then 
Yet that's but ſmall; for know, much-injur'd Prin | 
Thy wrongs as well as mine both call for juſtice. 
Yes, Sir, I here, on a true ſubject's oath, had a dau; 
| Proclaim Earl Athelwold a faithleſs traitor. Father's 
EDGAR. youth to 
Ha! what is this? Renounce the word, old Earl; u learnt |] 
Thy length of years hath forc'd thee, ſure, to preiind fir'd w 
The verge of dotage. Athelwold ! what Athelwoldis faithfu 
A faithleſs traitor! Periſh the ſuſpicion. ; 
Never before did word, or thought, or look, Wo, Orgar, 
Give doubt of his diſtinguiſh'd loyalty. ply to n 


Dotage alone could frame the accuſation. 
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WT | _ORGAR. | 
I do not dote, thank Heaven, my faculties 
re yet my own, unblemiſh'd and unhurt. 
ORUM(ould ſo my Daughter were! 
EDGAR. 
| What is his arift ? ? 
ATHELWOLD. 
tter, my royal Lord, you mark'd him not; 
he wayward Earl i ; 
| ORGAR. | 
What, audacious Villain! 


* will be heard. 
| EDGAR. 
Go to, thou choleric Lord. 
O.RG AR. 
hen thou haſt beard me, Edgar, call me . 
E D GAR. 
deak then, and brie fly. 
ORG AR. 
Once, my facred Liege, 
had a daughter, duteous as e er crown'd 
Father's with, and lovely as could warm 
youth to am'rous tranſports. This, my Lord, 
du learnt long ſince from noble Ardulph's praiſes, 
Dad fir'd with his deſcription, ſent this Earl, 
is faithful Earl, t' invite her to your throne, 
: EDGAR. 1 
o, Orgar, not t' invite her to our throne, 
ply to note her beauty was his errand. 
K 2 


C 
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o REAR n o this h 
Yes, he did note it, ſtampt it for his own. © | 
But why this parley ? Enter, Sir, theſe gates, 


And let Elfrida's features be the book, Wlfrida to! 
Where you may read the ſtory of his falſhood, Vas his in 
Even on the inſtant. arly at n 
EDO AKT all like ar 

Noble Lord, lead on. ad with 

We'll follow to the trial. I will humour c taught w. 
The Earl's hot temper. He has heard, my friend, ith woes 
We meant t'exalt his daughter, and for that uffered hi 
hich he: 


His partial fondneſs, link'd with his ambition, 
Levels this rage at thee. Attend us, Lords. 
[Exeunt Edgar, Orgar, & 


hence lea 


Ve o 6 n 


CHORUS, ATHELWOLD. 

3 blame ye 
his brougl 
do not thi 
ut yet you 
Ind art the 
hought it 


CHORUS. 
My Lord, the King is enter'd: ſtand not thus 
In mute and fixt diſtreſs. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Away, away; 


What! can a man that thinks ſuch thoughts as I do the 
Have power of word or motion? ſpeak to me; hought it | 
Inform me all. What ſaid ſhe, when I left her? omewhat v 
How came her Father hither ? how did ſhe nd this th 
Greet his arrival? Say, was ſhe compell'd, he ſum of 
Or did her free, and voluntary voice, ith thy ra 


Tell all the ſtory ? Did ſhe marſhal him, 


..* Mo this his deed of vengeance ? 
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ind art thou faithful? This my jealous eye 
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CHORUS. | 
| Deareſt Maſter ;- 
[frida told him not: his own deceit . 
Vas his informer. Here the Earl arriv'd 
arly at morn, in mean and pilgrim weeds, 
ll like an antient, toil-worn traveller; 
\nd with a tale told in ſuch piteous ſtrain, 
taught with ſuch fad and moving circumſtance, 
ith woes ſo well diſſembled; that our ſoftneſs 
ufſered him enter this cloſe bower for reſt, 
hich he adapting to his prying purpoſe, 
hence learnt the ſecret. This our diſobedience, 
e OWN | | x 
ATHELW OLD: 

Was my perdition. Yet tis well; 
blame ye not; it was Heaven's juſtice, Virgins; 
his brought him hither ; this annull'd your faith. 
do not think, you purpos'd my deſtruction; 
ut yet you have deſtroy'd me. O Elrida, 


hought it had mark'd. ſome ſpeck of change upon 
thee.” 
hought it had found, what might have na thy loſs. 
ome what within endurance. Tis not ſo; 
nd this thy purity but ſerves t'augment 
he ſum of my diſtractions. Meet me, Edgar, 
ith thy rais'd ſword : be merciful and ſudden 
| [Exit Athelwold. 
K. 3. a 
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| So * 


CHORUS... | rith man 

O DE. | « Atte 

rat og: Ames Does n 

Say, will no white-rob'd Son of Light, Brea 

Swift-darting from his heavenly height, Say, 

Here deign to take his hallow'd ſtandz; Unnum 

Here wave his amber locks; unfold - _ he Ange 
His pinions cloth'd with downy gold; 

Here ſmiling ſtretch his tutelary wand? Shal 

And you, ye hoſt of Saints, for ye have known Witl 

Each dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, B 

The' now ye circle yon eternal throne Wh 

With harpings high of inexpreſſive praiſe, Whe 


Will not your train deſcend in radiant ſtate, 'hoſe mel 
To break with Mercy's beam this gathering cloud of Shall (h 


Fate? | f element 

"Tis ſilence all. No Son of Light Vie witl 
Darts ſwiftly from his heavenly height ; hall prove 
No train of radiant Saints deſcend. Shall pe 

<« Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, luth'd wit 


If guilt, if ſraud has ſtain'd your mind, 
4 Or Saint to hear, or Angel to defend.“ 


So Trutł proclaims. I hear the ſacred ſound Kno\ 
Burſt from the center of her burning throne : _ Eref 
Where aye ſhe ſits with ſtar-wreath'd luſtre 1 

| crown'd : © 4 | Theſ 

A bright Sun claſps her adamantine zone. This 


| | And tau 
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So Truth proclaims : her awful voice I hear: 
Vith many a ſolemn pauſe it flowly meets my ear. 


« Attend, ye Sons of Men; attend, and ſay,” 
Does, not enough of my refulgent ray - 
Break thro the veil of your mortality! 
Say, does not reaſon in this form deſery 
Unnumber' d, nameleſs glories, that ſurpaſs 
he Angel's floating pomp, the Seraph's _-_—_ 
grace? - 
Shall then your earth-born Aube vie 
nown With me? Shall ſhe, whoſe brighteſt eye 
But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
Whoſe cheek but mocks the peach's bloom, 
Whoſe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
hoſe melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays, -- 
Shall ſhe be deem'd my rival : Shall a form 
f elemental droſs, of mould'ring clay, 
Vie with theſe charms imperial? The poor worm 
ball prove her conteſt vain. Life's little day 
Shall paſs, and ſhe is gone: while I appear 
luh'd with the bloom of youth thro' heaven's eter- 
JS nal year. | 


te, 
ad of 


_ " 


nd | Know, Mortals, know, ere firſt ye ſprung, 
_ Ere firſt theſe orbs in aether hung, | 
luſtell I ſhone amid the heavenly throng. 


Theſe eyes beheld Creation's'day, 
This voice began the choral lay, 
And taught Archangels their triumphant ſong. 
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Pleas'd I ſurvey d bright Nature's gradual birth, 


Saw infant Light with kindling luſtre ſpread, 


Soft vernal fragrance clothe the flowering earth, 


And Ocean heave on his extended bed; 
Saw the tall pine aſpiring pierce the ſky, 
The tawny Lion ſtalk, the rapid Eagle fly. 


Laſt, Man aroſe, erect in youthful grace, 
Heaven's hallow'd image ſtampt upon his face, 
And, as he roſe, the high beheſt was given, 
«© That I alone of all the hoſt of heaven, 
& Should reign Protectreſs of the godlike Youth.” 
Thus the Almighty ſpake : he "__ and call'd me 
TRUTH. 


ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, CHORUS. 


ATHELWOLD. $1 
Baniſh me! No. I'll die. For why ſhould Life 
Remain a lonely lodger in that breaſt 
Which Honor leaves deſerted ? Idle breath! 
Thou can'ſt not fill ſuch vacancy. Be gone. 
This ſword ſhall free—— 
| C HO RUS. 
| | | O ſhame to Fortitude! 
Shame to that manly paſſion, which inſpires 
Its vigorous warmth, when the bleak blaſts of Fate 
Would chill the ſoul. O call the ready virtue 
Quick to thy aid, for ſhe is ever near thee; 
E ever prompt to ſpread her ſevenfold ſhield 
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ELF 11D Taq 
0'er noble breaſts, | 4 / | 
; ATHEL WO LD. 

And but o'er noble breaſts; 
Not o'er the breaſt which livid Infamy 
Indelibly has ſpotted. O ſhame, ſhame. 
Sword, rid me of the thought. 
CHORUS. 
+1 2 F 1 forbear; 
Think a a ea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch's trembling ſoul, who launches forth 
Unlicens'd to Eternity. Think, think; 
And let the thought reſtrain thy impious hand. 
The race of Man is one vaſt marſhall'd army, 
Summon'd to paſs the ſpacious realms of Time, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his-poſt ? when high in Air 5, 
The chos'n Archangel rides, whoſe right hand wields 
Th'imperial ſtandard of heaven's providence, 
Which, dreadly ſweeping thro” the vaulted ſKy, 
0'crſhadows all creation. 
A T HELWOLD. 
| I was once 
es I was once (I have his royal word for't) 
{ man of ſuch try'd faith, ſuch ſteady honor, 
\s mock'd all doubt and ſcruple.— What a change! 
Now muſt that unſtain'd, virgin character, K 
Be doom'd to groſs and hourly proſtitution, 
ating the luſt of ſlander; and my wife, 
ly chaſtc Elfrida ! 0 diſtraction, no, 
ll fly to fave her. 
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E D WIN. 
Stay, my deareſt Maſter; 


You ruſh on inſtant death. 
 _ATHELWOL D. 
I mean it, ſlave, 
And would'ſt thew hinder me ? 
EDWIN. 
| Yes, Sir, I hold 
"Tis hoy to my ab and love to you, 
Thus to oppoſe your entrance. 
ATHELWOLD. | 
What, thou traitor! 
Thy banden Edwin, I forgot myſelf; 
Forgot, that I ſtood here a baniſh'd Man; 
And that this gate was ſhut againſt its Maſter, 
And yet this gate leads to my dear Elfrida ; 
Can it be barr'd to me? O Earth, cold Earth, 
Upon whoſe breaſt I caſt this load of mis'ry, 
Bear it awhile; and you, ye aged Oaks, 
Ye venerable Fathers of this wood, 
Who oft have cool'd beneath your arching ſhades 
My humble anceſtors, oft ſeen them hie 
To your ſpread umbrage, from yon ſultry field, 
Their ſcene of honeſt labour, ſhade, ah! ſhade, 
The laſt, the wretchedeſt of all their race. 
I will not long pollute ye; for I mean 
To pay beneath your conſecrated gloom 
A ſacrifice to honor, and the ghoſts 
Of thoſe progenitors, who ſternly frown 
Oa me their baſe deſcendant. 
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E D WIN. | 
; See, ye Virgins, 
How Hin ſhades his brow; how fixt his eye; 
* what deſpair 
CHORUS. 
Edwin, *tis ever thus 
With noble minds, if chance they ſlide to folly; 
| Remorſe ſtings deeper, and relentleſs Conſcience 
Pours more of gall into the bitter * | 
Of their ſevere repentance. 
| ATHELW OL D. 
itor! Tis reſolv'd: 
Irul enter and 0d a ſecond audience. 
And yet how vain! Ere I can reach his ear, 
His ready train will ſtop me, and, with all 
The cruel punctuality of office, | 
So prompt to act *gainſt fallen favorites, 
Diſmiſs me with reproof.—Surely I heard her. 
Was't not Elfrida's voice? Tis ſhe herſelf. 


es ELFRID A, EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, 
o ORGAR, CHORUS. 


E L FRI DA. 
No, I will once more claſp him to my boſom. 
| will not be withheld. I will o'ertake him, 
ill go with him to exile. Hah, my Huſband! 
o quickly found? They thought to tear me from 
thee; | 
But we will part no more. 
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ED G A R. 1 
| Take heed, Flfrida, 

This ill-tim'd fondadfh may recall the fate 

T juſt now freed him from; who loves like me 

Can ill brook this. Or quit him, or he dies. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Yes, let me die! Death is my deareſt wiſh. 

Quit me, Elfrida! leave me to my fate. 

"Tis juſt, *tis juſt. Thus to my fov'reign's ſword 

Freely I bare my breaſt. Strike, injur'd Prince; 

But do not baniſh me. | | 

ELFRIDA. 
. What, Athelwold, 
Is then the life, on whoſe dear preſervation \. 
Elfrida's peace depends, not worth the ſaving ? 


Die then. But ere thy murd'rer ſtrikes the. ſtroke, 


Let me inform him, that his act deſtroys 
No ſingle life. 


EDGAR, 
By heaven, ſhe loves the traitor 
Beyond all hope of chan 


E LFRIDA. 

No, Athelwold, 
Thou ſhalt not die. That pauſe in royal Edgar 
Beſpeaks forgiveneſs. He will ſoon relent; 
And mercy, flowing from his gracious tongue, 
Seal thy full pardon. Let us kneel, my Lord ; 
Seize the important moment; kneel together; 
And, as theſe ſtreaming eyes and lifted hands 
Employ each act of ſilent ſupplication, 
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Ivo thou recount Ah!] no, thy modeſt tongue 
could never tell even half the gallant ſtory. 
Ie ſilent then. Let Edgar's ſelf reflect; 
a for well I know his Mem'ry writes thy Virtues 
pon its faireſt page. Ves, let him weigh 
All thy paſt deeds of loyalty and faith, 
'Gainſt this ſo light a'fault. | 
A! BD GA KR: 
So lizht a fault ! '- 
Had he e dodge d my richeſt coffer'd treaſures, 
Diſpers'd ſedition's poiſon *mid my troops, 
Ir aim'd with daring and rebellious hand 
o ſnatch theſe regal honours from my brow, 
ſooner could have pardon'd. 
ATHEL W O L D. 
: Ceaſe, Elfrida. 
doom | is s juſt—Yes, royal Sir, I go 
To ene I do deſerve to breathe, 
Jeſerve to bear this load of life about me, 
or many years; to lengthen out my age, 
iſt'ning the hourly knell of curſt remembrance, 
hoſe leaden ſtroke ſhall tell to my fad foul 
hat J was faithful once. 
ELFRED A. 
O flinty Edgar, 
that! will this penitence not move thee ? Know 
here is a roſe-lip'd Seraph fits on high, 
Fo ever bends his holy ear to earth 
o mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
er ſolemn ſighs, to tune them to his harp, 
L 5 
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ke, 
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And echo them in harmonies divine | 
Up to the throne of Grace. Even Heaven is won 
By Penitence, and ſhall Heaven's ſubſtitute, 
Shall __ ſcorn 
p E D GAR. 
| Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou beauteous ha 
Ah far too beauteous! Wouldſt thou gain thy ſuit, 
Why glows that vermil lip? ? why rolls that eye 
Bright as the ray of Morn ? Why in each geſture 
Such inexpreſſive graces, but becauſe 
They're native all, and will not be conceal'd ? 
Elſe ſure each charm betrays him, and becomes 
An advocate, whoſe ſilent eloquence = | 
Pleads gainſt thy voice, and foils its tuneful power, 
Traitor! was this the face which thy falſe tongue 
Profan'd as vulgar ? This ſuch common beauty 
As the fair eye of Day beheld each hour 
In every clime he lighted ? Baſe e | 
This inſtant quit our realm. 
EL FRI DA. c 
O ſtay thee, Edgar, 
And once more hear me. At thy feet I fall 
As carncſt, and diſtreſt a ſupplicant, 
As e' er embrac'd the knees of Majeſty. 
O ſpare thy Country's guardian, Edgar, ſpare 
Thy cloſeſt, ſureſt friend. Let not one fault, 
Cancel his thouſand, thouſand acts of faith. 
Alas! I fall to vaineſt repetition. 
Grief, bew grief drowns all my TY 


And leaves me nought b but tears, 
\ x Ju 
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E D GAR. | 'T 
Riſe, riſe, Blirida. i 
| A B MA | | 
Shall he then live ? | 
ED GAR. 
He ſhall, he ſball, my fair. 
If ſo he quit the realm within the 9 
Our ſentence limited. 
ELF RID A. 
O ſtop not there; 
That ſentence will be death to Athelwold. 
Think, for thou know'ſt full well his gentle nature, 
Can he ſupport the rigor of this doom ? 
Can he, who liv'd but in thy gracious ſmiles, 
Who'd pine, if chance thoſe ſmiles a ſingle hour 
Were dealt him thriftily ; think, can he bear 
The infamy of exile ? | 
EDGAR. 
Hear me, Athelwold. 
Did I not ſhower on thy num head 
My thickeſt honours, and with gift fo ready 
As out-run all requeſt? Did 1 not hold thee 
Still in ſuch open confidence of friendibip, 
Such love as— 
ATHEL WOLD. 
Sooner ſtab me than repeat it. 
| EDGAR. 
Yet give me hearing. I repeat not this 
To taunt or gall thee. On my ſoul thy worth. 
Did o'ertop all thoſe honors, and thy 2 
L > 
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Kept pace with my be 


"Thou know'ſt me, 
On a ſoft yielding fair one, till mine eye 
Shot flames. Perdition e if this heart 
Knew Love till now. 
AT H ELW OIL D. 
I ſee it plain, my kes, 
Nor ſay I aught to leſſen my Offence. 
No, here I kneel, Oh! caſt but on my mis' ry 
One kind forgiving slance; this ready ſword 
Shall expiate all. 
„E EFR1I1 DA. 
Ah! will you? muſt he die? 
| E D GAR. | 
No, ſtay thee, Athelwold, and ſheath thy ſword ; 
I never yet (fave but this hour of rage) FG 


Decm'd thee my ſubject. Thou wert ſtill my friend; 


And, injur'd as I am, thou ſtill art ſuch : 

I do forego the word; to baniſh thee 

Or ſeal thy death, tranſcends a friend's juſt right. 
ELFRIDA 

Ah generous deed! ah godlike goodneſs! Virgins, 

The king will pardon him. Wake each high note 

Of praiſe, and gratitude, teach Edgar's name 

To Harewood's furtheſt echo. O my Sov'reign! 

What words can ſpeak my thanks 

EDGAR. 


Nay, check theſe tranſports 


Left, if I fee thee thus, my ſoul forget 


love. Nor till this Deed 
But ſuch a deed ! look there, look on that face. 
\thelwold, has ſeen me gaze 
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ä 8 
Its milder purpoſe. I will leave thee, Ladyz:. + 
Yet firſt my lips muſt preſs this gentle hand, + 
And breathe one ſoft ſigh of no common fervor. - 
Now on, my Lords Fair wonder of thy ſex, _ 
Adieu. We'll ſtraight unto our realm of Mereia. 
Yet firſt, as was our purpoſe, thro' this foreſt, 
We'll chace the nimble Roebuck; may the ſport 
More pleaſe us, than we hope. Earl Athelwold, 
Thou too muſt join our train. Follow us ſtraight. 
[ Exit Edgar, &c. 
ATHELWOLD. 4 
[ do, my Liege. Elfrida, I have much 
For thy lov'd ear, and have but one farewel 
To tell it all—And yet. 
EL FRIDA. 
4 Ah loiter not, 
It may enrage. Farewel. Be ſure, take heed 
come not in your talk; avoid even thinking; 
Check even the ſighs of abſence. Haſte, my Earl, 
Oh haſte thee, as thou lov'ſt thy conſtant wife. 
| [Exit Athelwold. 


ORGAR, ELF RID A, CHORUS... 

5 Le 
4 - ORGAR. | 3 

Thy conſtant Wife! ah, ſtain of all thy race, 

Degen'rate Girl! Henceforth be Orgar deem'd 

Of ſoft, and dove-like temper, who could ſee 

A child of his ſtoop to ſuch vile abaſement, 

And yet forbore juſt wrath; forbore co draw 

4. 
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That blood ſhe had defil'd from her nern weib 
But ſure thou art not mine; ſome Elf or Fay © + 
Did ſpirit away my babe, and by curſt charms 
Thee in her cradle plac'd. Nay hang not on me. 
Dry, dry thy tears, they've done their office amply, 
Edgar has pardon'd him. No, by my ee 58) 
cannot think of majeſty thus meanly. . 
He'll yet avenge it: What if chance he ſhould not 
That ſtops not me; I have a heart, an —_— | 

A ſword can do me juſtice. | 
: E'LFRID A. 

Ah! my WF 
Are ow ſtill mercileſs ? Alas, I hop'd— 
ORGA R. 

What could'ſt thou hope, Elfrida ? couldſt thou think 
e' er would pardon his vile perfidy, 

Or thine ignoble ſoftneſs ? | | 
| EL FRI DAA. ” 

| Deareſt Father, 

Frown not thus ſternly on me. I would fain 
Touch your relenting ſoul, fain win your heart 
To fatherly forgiveneſs. For thro! life 
I've oft had pleaſing proof how that forgiveneſs 
Stoop'd to my fond perſuaſion. But I fear 
Perſuaſion now has left me. My ſad thoughts 
Are all on wing, all following Athelwold, 
Like unſeen miniftring ſpirits :-—Pardon, Sir, 
That frown ſhall check me, I'll not mention him; 
I will but plead for my own weakneſs, plead _ 

For that ſoft ſympathy of ſoul, which you 
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Deem baſe and. ſervile., Baſe perhaps it might be, 
Were I of bolder ſex. But I, alas! — 
Ah pardon me, if Nature ſtampt me Woman; 
Gave me a heart ſoft, gentle, prone to pity, 
And very fearful. Fearful, ſure with caute ' 
At this dread hour, when if one hapleſs word, 
One ſigh break forth unbid, it may rekindle 
The Monarch's.rage—What has my phrenzy faid ? 
I've wander'd from my meaning. Deareſt Virgins, 
My raſh tongue more inflames him. O aſſiſt me, 
Ye are not thus appreſt with inward horror : 
Kneel, plead, perſuade, convince 
CHORU'S:.!: | 
| Alas, my miſtreſs, 
What * a ſervant's accents PR t nn 
This furious Earl? ? | 9 
ORG A R. | = 
Ye well may ſpare them : Maidens, 
Know my firm ſoul's refolv'd, and be my heart 
As baſe as Athelwold's, if it foregoes 
The honeſt refolution. Think what l, 
What Britain ſuffers from this Traitor's fraud: 
Had Edgar took my daughter to his bed, | 
Our Britiſh Line, which now is doom'd to link ,,- 
In vile ſubjection, had again aſſum'd .. , 4.4.) 
The pall of royalty, with half its power, 
In time perchance the whole. But this falſe Saxon 
Shall with his life repay me. Here I'll wait 
His firſt return, and in his own domain 
Give him fair combat. I have known the time 


O 
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When this good arm had hardihood enough | 

For thrice his proweſs. What is loſt thro' age, 

My juſt cauſe ſhall ſupply; and he ſhall fall 

As did the traitor Oſwald, whoſe bold tongue 

Defam'd me to King Athelſtan: To the ground 

My ſharp lance nail'd the caitiff, 
| | [Ext w__ 


ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 


_ELFRI D A. 
Think, my Lord, 
Will Athelwold, will he enter thoſe liſts, 
Where conqueſt would be parricide ? Alas, 
He hears me not. Go, thou obdurate Man. 
A daughter's tears will but the more provoke thee. 
I will not follow him. No, poor Elfrida ! 
All thou canſt do is here to ſtand, and weep, 
And feel that thou art wretched. 
CHORUS. 
Deareſt Miſtreſs, 
Reſtrain this flood of tears, perhaps 
ELFRIDA. 


b 70% Perhaps! 
Ah! woe me 500 with h__ | : 
9) i CHORUS. | 
Non 11; « Wee do not mean it: 
* eas tho! tis pale Sorrow's only cordial, 


Has yet a dull and opiate quality, | 
Enfeebling what it lulls. It ſuits. not you; 


For, as 


I flatte! 
Were C 
Rais'd 
Edgar \ 
My joy 
His ſafe 
Was no 
Claim'd 
My ſor: 


Than E 


Self-cor 
Even to 


No joy 


He ſhev 
As who 
4s a 1 
Too mu 


What, 
Each va 
How mi 
Suits to. 
No, At. 


O may | 


d 


Orgar, 


0 may his love . bim: _ theſe ſhades 


ZLFRID 4 139 


For, as we fear — 4 * M WT 
2.5 1 $1 ERAD A OST LET 
Do you too fear? Alas! 1 

I flatter*d my poor ſoul that all its Fearts· + 


Were Grief 's diſtemper'd coinage, that my Love 
Rais'd cauſcleſs apprehenſions, and at length'' . -'/ 
Edgar would quite forgive. I do bethink me, 
My joy broke forth too raſhly. When they left us, 
His ſafety was not half ſecur'd; my'pleading 
Was not half heard; I ſhould have follow'd Edgar, 
Claim'd more full pardon, forc'd him to embrace 
My ſorrowing Lord. | 

CHORUS. 

We fear that ſorrow more 


Than Edgar s rage. We fear his fallen Virtue. | 


Self-condemnation works moſt ſtrongly on him, 
Even to Deſpondency. Even at his pardon, 


No joy fluſh'd on his cheek; we mark'd him well, 


He ſhew'd no ſign of welcome. No, he took it 

As who ſhould ſay, To give me aught but Death 

« Is a poor boon unwiſh'd and unaccepted.“ 

Too much we fear he'll do ſome impious A 
ELFRID A. 

What, on his life? I thought I had explor'd 

Each various face of danger: this eſcap'd me. 

How miſs'd I this? It ſuits his courage highly; 

Suits too his fix'd remorſe, —But yet he will not, 

a Athelwold, thou wilt not kill Elfrida. 

CHORUS. 
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Receive him ſoon in peace, To this bleſt end 
You ſure ſhould ſtrive to calm your Father's rages 
At leaſt not ſuffer him, as now, retir'd 
To hrood o'er his revenge. For know, Elfrida, 
Beneath the ſilent gloom of Solitude 
Tho? Peace can ſit and ſmile; tho' meek Conti: 
Can keep the chearful tenor of her ſoul, 
Even in the lonelieſt ſhades; yet let not Wrath 
Approach, let black Revenge keep far deal 
Or ow they flame to Madneſs. , _ 1 
| E LF RID A. | 
True, my Virgias 
Attend me then: .T'll try each winning art: 
- Tho' ill ſuch art becomes me, yet I'll aim it. — 
Hark— whence that noiſe ? I . ſome _—_y_ foot- 
ſteps. 
| CHOR U S. 
O Heavens! tis Edwin. | 


ELFRIDA, EDWIN, CHORUS. 


ELFRID A. 
Edwin, ah ! that look 
Beſpeaks too well the horror of thy errand. 
Tell it me all. | 
E D W IN. 
Alas !|— 
ELF NID. 
Nay, do not pauſe. 
Tell it me all. I think it will not kill m. 
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Nh 


Repeat each circumſtance. I'm ready, mme by 
Even for the worſt, ' | | 
EDWIN. 

Then hear that worſt, Elfrida. 
Soon as the ſtag had left yon weſtward thicket, 
The King diſmiſs'd his Lords, each ſev'ral ways, 
To their beſt ſport, bidding Earl Athelwold, 
Lord Ardulph, and myſelf, attend his perſon. ' ' 
Thus parted from the reſt, the Monarch pierc de 
A darkling dell, which open'd in a Lawn © + 
Thick ſet with elm around. Suddenly here 
He turn'd his ſteed, and cry'd, ** This mee befits 
« Our purpoſe well.” 

ELFRIDA. . 

Purpoſe! what purpoſe, Edwin? 
Twas predetermin'd then, diſſembling tyraat! | 
How could I truſt, or hope— | 
EDWIN. 
Yet give me hearing: 

Thus with a grave compoſure, and calm eye, 
King Edgar ſpake. Now hear me, Athelwold ; 
Thy King has pardon'd this thy trait'rous act: 
From all diſloyal baſeneſs to thy prince 
Thou ſtand'ſt abſolv'd; yet, know, there ſtill re nah 
Somewhat to cancel more. As man to man, * 
As friend to friend, now, Athelwold, I call thee 
Straight to defend thy life with thy good ſword. 
Nay, anſwer not; defend it gallantly. 
If thy arm proſper, this my dying tongue 
Shall pardon thee, and bleſs thee.” If thou fall'ſt, 


EK LIF NI DA 


Thy parting breath muſt to my right reſign 
Elfrida's beauties. At the word, both drew, 
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Both fought; but Athelwold's was ill-play'd paſſion. 


He aim'd his falchion at the Monarch's head, 
Only to leave his own brave breaſt defenceleſs. 

And on the inſtant Edgar's rapid ſword 

Pierc'd my dear maſter's heart. He fell to earth, 
And, falling, cry'd, This wound atones for all. 
«© Edgar, thus full aveng'd, will pardon me, 

«© And my true wife with chaſte, connubial tears, 
« Embalm my memory.” He ſmil'd, and dy'd. 

= i EL FRIDA 
Nay, come not round me, Virgins, nor ſupport me. 
I do not ſwoon, nor weep. I call not heav'n 
T' avenge my wretchedneſs. I do not wiſh 
This tyrant's hand may wither with cold palſies. 
No, I am very patient. Heav'n is juſt ! 
And, when the meaſure of his crimes is full, 
Will bare its red right arm, and lance its lightnings. 
"Till then, ye elements, reſt : and thou, firm Earth, 
Ope not thy yawning jaws, but let this Monſter , 
Stalk his due time on thine affrighted ſurface. 
Yes; let him ſtill go on; ſtill execute 
His ſavage purpoſes, and daily make 
More widows weep, as I do. Fooliſh Eyes! 
Why flow ye thus unbidden? What have tears 
To do with grief like mine ? 
CHORUS. | 

T1 | Help, help, my Siſters, 
To bear her to the caſtle. | | 
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ORGAR, ELFRIDA, rw. CHORUS. 


ion. 
ORG AR: 
; As I paſt, 
EO 12 I heard the ſound of loud lament; | 
_— ahb! , 
J. 1 k L FRI D A. 


Is not my father there ? 
Withhold me not; I'll fall at his dear feet. 
0 Sir ! behold your child thus lowly proftrate; 
Avenge her wrongs, avenge your poor Elfrida, 
Your helpleſs, widow'd Daughter. 
ORGAR. 
Widow'd Daughter! 


me. 


What is he lain? 
EL FRI D A. 
|  Inhoſpitably butcher'd; 
he Tyrant's ſavage ſelf—Stand you tua cool? 
chere is the Britiſh ſpirit, where the fire 
Pf Belin's race ?—O fovliſhneſs of grief! 
| las, I had forzot; had Edgar ſpar'd him, | 
hat Ford, to which my madneſs call'd for vengeance, 
re long was meant to do the bloody deed, 
nd make the murder parricide. Have l 
o friend to do me right? 
ORGAR. | 
| Thou haſt, my Child; 
ters, Im thy friend, thy father. Truſt my care. 
Ain, a word, Retire, my deareſt Daughter: 
M $ 
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Ts conduct her in. 

| ELEFRI D hs | 

| My Father, No. 

What do you do? I mult not be withheld. 


Fl to yon bloody grove, and claſp my Huſband, 


My murder'd Huſband. Why reſtrain me, Sir? 
Can my fad eye dart fire thro' his cold nl. 
And 1 up life anew ? 

LSE O. R GA. R. 

Go in, my, child. 

And feck Tranquillity. 

| * LFRID a. 

Tranquillity ! 

know her well; ſhe is Death's pale-ey'd ſiſter; 
She's now in yonder grove cloſing the lids 
Of my poor Athelwold. That office done, 
She'll bear his ſoul upon her gentle plumes 
Up to the realms of joy. I'll follow them: 
T know be'd have it ſo: He'll not be bleſt, 


Ev'n on his throne of bliſs, till I am with him 


CHORUS, 
This way, my deareſt Miſtreſs. 

ELFRID A. 

| Hold, nay hold; 

Croud not around me. Let me pauſe a while. 
Albina, thou alone ſhalt join my mis'ry ; 
I've much to utter to thy friendly ear. 
Lead on, thou gentle maid; thy ſingle arm 


Shall prop my trembling frame; thy ſingle voice 


Speak 
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(Eat with the principal Virgin. 


on EDWIN, SEMIC RUS. 


0 R G A R. | 
Virgins, 1 no o diſturbing geb 1 Fon m 4 
Say, Edwin (for I gueſs twas you that brought 
Theſe tidings hither) where was 11 _ 
When late you left him ? tg "I 
EDW I N. 
8 | At my maſter's 2 
Repentant of the frokertt 575 
L ORGAR. 
Comes he not beck 
To Harewood b 5 
S EMI CH oO R US. | 
Heav'n forbid! Elfrida's brain 
Would madden at the ſight. | 
0 RGAaR: 
Miſtake not, Virgins; 
I did not mean at this diftreſsfal hour 
The King ſhould ſee my daughter. 
SEMI C HORUS. 
No, for pity, _ 
Do not profane this ſabbath of her grief. 
O be her forrow ſacred! 
OR GAR. 
Fear not, Virgins; 
M 2 


E. L F RI D K. 
Her peace is my beſt care, and, to enſure it, 

I'll haſte this inſtant, by young Edwin's guidance, - 
To find the Monarch. Some four miles from Hare- 
| wood _., . BY 00 MES IT FF 3 

Stands old Egbert's caſtle, my faſt friend. 

With him will I perſuade the King to ſojourn, 

Till my childs grief abate; that too to ſpeed. 

Be it your buſineſs, Virgivs, Watching ever 

Each happy interval, when your ſoft tongues 

May hint his praiſes, till by practice won 

She bear their fuller blazon. Elfrid's welfare 
Requires this friendly office at your hands; 

And Edgar's virtues bear ſuch genuine luſtre, 

That Truth itſelf a. N rag; 
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SEMICHORUS, 
As Truth directs, 
So only mall we act. This day has ſhewn 
What dire effects await its violation. 


Straight is the road of Truth, and plain; Are} 


And, tho' acroſs the facred way 
Ten thouſand erring footſteps ay, 


is ours to walk direct, 


And, with ſage caution cirevmſpet,x 
Pace my "_— the ſolemn ſcene. 
[The principal Virgin returns. 
I SEMICHORUS. 
Has Orgar left the grove ? 
SE M ICHORU 8. 
Hlsle has, my ſiſter. 


| 9 | [Exit Orgat. 
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"SEMICHORVUS. 77 
Then hear, and aid Elfrida's laſt reſolve,  * 
Who takes the only way ſtern Fate has left 
To fave her plighted faith for ever qu | 


ro her dead Athelwold. 


SEMICHORUS, cr £213 e 
- Forbid it, Putiencey S119 1.34400 

Forbid it, that ſubmiſſive calm of ſoul, | 
Which teaches meek-ey'd Piety to finite 13 
Beneath the ſcourge of Heav n. 3 
nenen . 17 

Ye need not fear it, 

She means not t ſelf-deſtruQtion; Thanks to heavy: n, 
Huge and o'erbearing as her mis'ry is { - 7 
t cannot ſo oblit'rate from her breaſt. 15415 


4 


YThe written rule of duty. Her pure Soul 


Means, on the inſtant, to devote itſelf 


UNS. 


To heav'n and holineſs. Aſſiſt her ſtraight, ' | 
Leſt Edgar's preſence; and her Father's rage 
Prevent the bleſt intention. See, ſhe. comes. | 
Kneell on each ſide, devoutly; kneel around her 
And breathe ſome pray'r in high and ſolemn ſtrains, 
That Angels from be thrones of light = OO 5 


And 3 vo w. ; 


B LF RI DA, CHORUS. | 
[E)frida tncels, and the Virgins di vide into tw 4 | 


SEMICHORUS. 
Hear, Angels, e N 


Pr 
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Hear from theſe nether thrones of Light; 


And O! in golden characters record 


Each firm, immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your ſolemn flihghnt 
Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the conſpicuous tablet high, © 
__ the dread records of Eternity. 
Leer 
Hear firſt, that Athelwold's ſad widow ſwears 
To rear a hallow'd Convent o'er the place, 
Where ſtream'd' his blood: there will ſne weep thro! 
Life 
Immur'd with this chaſte throng of Virgins; there 
Each day ſhall ſix times hear her full-voic'd Choir 
Chaunt the flow requiem o'er her martyr'd Lord; 
There too, when Midnight lowrs with awful em 
She'll riſe obſervant of the ſtated call , 
Of waking Grief, bear the dim livid taper 
Along the winding iſtes; and at the altar 
Kiſs ev'ry pale ſhrine with her trembling lips, 
Preſs the cold ſtone with her bent * and call 
On fainted Athelwold. - | 
SEMICHORU 8. 
Hear, Angels, hear, 
Hear from theſe nether thrones of Light; 


And O! in golden characters record 


Each firm. immutable, immortal word. 
Then wing your folemn flight 

Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there 
Hang the conſpicuous tablet high, 
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'Mid the dread records of Eternity. 

ELFRIDA. . 
Hear next, that Athelwold's ſad widow. ſwears, 4 ; 7 
Never to violate the holy vo- _ 
She to his truth firſt plighted; ſwears to bear 
The ſober ſingleneſs of Widowhoodd 
To her cold grave. If from this chaſte reſolve. 175 
She ev'n in thought ſhould ſwerve; if gaudy pomp, 
Or flatt'ring greatneſs e er ſhould tempt one wilh ., 
To ſtray beyond this purpoſe ; may that heav' EE: 
Which hears this vow, puniſh its violation, | 
As heav' nly juſtice ought. | 

E HO R U „ | 
Hear, Angels, hear, 

Hear from theſe nether thrones of Light; 5 
And O! in golden characters record _ TE i 
Each firm, immutable, immortal word. d 
Then wing your ſolemn flight - 
Up to the heav'n of heav'ns, and there £ 5 
Hang the conſpicuous tablet high, 3 
Mid the dread records of Eternity. 
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